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{per ; 2 your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
35 F 55 Laugh, and worldly cares deſpiſe 
9. 


£ Sorrows ne'er will bring relief, 
19D Ic 
4 Joys, from drinking, may ariſe, 
For, why ſhould we for worldly care, 
Spoil what nature's made fo fait: 
Then drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt ; 
And of a bad bargain make the 13 


1 


| Buſy minds, w we know, alas * 
With imagination run 
Like the ſand, in the hour- glaſs, _ 

Runs and runs, and ſtill runs on. 
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Never knowing where to ſtay, 
- But uneaſy every way: | 


Then drink, &c. 


1 : % 


», 


of 4 


A er rr I Crs 


2 
SrCECILIA; Or, 


* 
* 
% 
- | ; 
0 ; : 
f 1 
- % * 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Others to honour doth aſpire; 
Give me freedom, give me health, 
That's the ſum of my deſire. \ 
Altho' the world doth more preſent, 
It addeth not to my content: 


Then dr ink, &c. 


Love, when mingled with good wine, . 
Makes the heart both light and free; 
Let it rain, ſaow, or ſhine, | 
Still its the ſame thing unto me. 


1 . 
* 


For there's no ſtanding gainſt our fate, 


Daily changes on us wait : | 7 
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5 FER lark was up, and the morning ert, 
The drummer beat the reveille; 
And jolly ſoldiers on the ground, 
In peaceful camp ſlept ſafe and ſound : 
Only one poor ſoldier, who 
Nought but love eould cer ſubdue, 
Wander'd to a neighb'ring grove, 
- There to vent his ien and * £ 
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4 Of a choſen band. 


O ! women are lovely dangerous things, Ry 
Their ſweets, like the bees, are mingled with tings; 
"They' re not to be had without care and coſt; 
They're hard to be kept, and eafily loſt z 
In ſceking a fair one, I found to my ſmart, 

I knew not the way I loſt my own heart, 
= knew not the wy I loft my own heart. 


Too fondly once I thought to win the lovely 
charmer, 
1 ev'ry method try'd in hopes to make her 


warmer: 
But all my hopes are over, what FOR then can 


F try? 
. like a hapleſs led herd lay me down and die. 
As on the ground he lay, 


Minerva came that way, 4 | 
* 2 8 [ 

k 

{ 

l 


In arms bright and gay, 
And thus to him did ſay: 


"2% ae riſe the Sri beats to arms, 


Sy Hark to the loud alarms ; 3 


Hang her beauty, mind your _ 


| Think not of her charms. 


Riſe, ſoldier, riſe ;— Il take you by the hend, 


| 5 Aud lead you to the land, 1 i 


And give you the command 1 | 1 


© Riſe, ſoldier, riſes 4 7 
Don't be ſtupid, | ara > 
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Drive 8 Cupid, 
Think on Minerva's wiſe advice. 
Soldier, go home, go home, 

Ne'er mind your miſtreſs's ſcorn ; 
Slight, ſlight her again, 
Slight, ſlight her again, | 

For 4, Js love ſhould lights return. 


- The foldier then roſe from b& am?rous ſloth, 
And halted away to his duty ; 
Swore to Minerva a terrible oath, 
He'd never think more of her beat yo 
Sing bachelor bluff, backelor bluff, 


Hey for a heart as ſtout as a buff. 


2 Thoſe that live ſingle they never wear horns, 
4 Thoſe that live fingle are happy; 
| Thoſe that are married do lye upon thorns, 
They always go ragged and ſhabby. 
Sing cuckolds come dig, cuckolds come dig. 
Round about cuckolds come dance to my jig. 


| 
| 
| Thoſe that live fingle do ne'er fear a rout, 
Nothing to them can be ſweeter; | 
5 They have no wife: for to, ſimper and pout, 
Crying, How cal, you leave me, dear Peter ! 


Sing batchelor bluff,/batchelor bluff, 


Hey for a heart as flout as a buff. 


Ye belles and flirts, that are fo fair, 
Say, are not ſoldiers form'd for love ?. 
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For ſure you'll find them al] tiene. 
If you'll but kind and conſtant prove 3 
But if vou fight their, paſſion ſtill, 
Aud tyranniſe o' er hearts ſo true, 
. Depend upon't they'll all rebel, 
And never care a bg for you. 


O f hold your fooliſh tongue, 

Little ſmiling Cupid faid ;. 
Hare you never heard it fung. 

That conſtancy would win a maid 2 
The greateft men alive 

Hare been by Cupid's pow'r o'ercome ; 
„Tis in vain with love to firive, 


Though arm'd with ſword, and wh: and gun. 


x 
7 
* 


Then ground your arms, Sons of War, 
There's =o quarr'ling with the Fair. 
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Wa ILE yet as a cowan [ wands the plein, 

thought to be a maſon again and again, 

But often was told it was not for my weil, 

For at meetings of maſons. they raiſed the Dei]. 
, the Del, * | 


T thirher repair'd, being refole'7 in my; . 
W hen to my ſurpriſe a good friend I did * 


* 1 * - Oo 
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And bade me prepare, for ſo hearty I'd feel; 
What ſtill was now ſtrange when I thought on the 
Deil. 7 1 | 


. thought on the Deil, &c. 


We knock'd, but was 1 when we enter'd 
the door, 
They ſaid, Who bring you here whom we nc'er . 


ſaw before ; 
T told them I thought to be admitted fu” wel, 5 


As I freely came here to ſhake hands wi' the Deil. 
Pate hands ui the Deil, &. 


By leave from the chair then admftizvcrwebuuds E 
Put like one that's blind I gropp'dall the way round; # 
III ſomething I felt made me ſtagger and reel, | 
Which ait d my old thought, I'd meet wi'the Deil. 
meet with the- ORG &C. 


At laſt to my joy I found. all things. go rights | | 
And began by-degrees to diſcover the light; | # | 
"The maſter advis'd me to fwallow a- pill, | | | 

| 
| 
| 


Which he faid would purge me from all fears of 
the Deil. | 


. . - wo. 3% as roms, f 
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fears of the Deil, &e. 
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By leave from the chair I did join the glad throng, 
And partook of their joys oer a glaſs and a ſong, 
Ye cowans, remember the maſons are leel, 

And beware of zobelxes when you ſpeak of the 
Deil. 
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| To the tune of, 1 told * vb 2 2 her 1 true. 


A DIEU! ye native fields and bow In 
Where ſportive pleaſure loves to dwell; 
Where rural mirth can charm the hours: 
Ye ſcenes! ye lorely W farewell! 


| Ye dear companions of my youth 5 5 5 Hh y 
Who oft partook my heedleſs joy, £ 
When all was innocence and truth; 


(No cares did then " bliſs annoy.) 


Farewell !—and, O! may happy days, 
And ev'ry bleſſing round ye dwell ! 
May ſweet contentment, join'd with eaſe, 

For ever ſhade your native cell. 


And thou, Philander ! choſen friend, | 
Whoſe faithful breaſt oft ſooth'd my care; * 
That Heav'n from ev'ry ill defend 
My friend, ſhall be my lateſt przy 35 


vet, yet Philamler! yet a ſigh; 

A penſive ſigh {til} heaves my breaſt 
A tear eſcapes my downcaſt eye, 
And fond remembrance breaks my ref 


When I recal thoſe happy hours 
With thee, my friend, in wanton play, 
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Amid yon Saas leafy bow'rar 
How lightly few thoſe ne away { 


Or at the Wot ot. vonder Bill, 
Where falls the ruſhing fream ſo f.f 
And here, where ſweetly glides the 1 
Wick how mach jy our tune we palt $ 


oſs. 4 Bites nah ain 4 e 
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* The dear 4. W wou'd not ha, 1 
The airy viſion now is oer: 
Cou'd I forget but time that's paſt, 


And fond reflection were. no more * 


. 
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Adieu! ye ſcats of pure delight ? E 
Ne'er will ye joy to me renew; : 8 

A ling' ring tear now dims my ſight, SE 
Perhaps for evcr.— Ah! adieu! 
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| As $nays alone let others prize 
The features of the Fair; 

E lodk for ſpirit ia her eyes, 
And meaning in her air: 


— — 4 wht * on 
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A damaſk'd cheek, an iv'ry arm, 
Could ne'er my wiſhes win 2 
Give me an animated form 
That ſpezks a mind: within. 
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A face where * honour ſhines, 
Where ſenſe and ſweetneſs move, 

And angel-innocence Ne 3 
The tenderneſs of love: | 


Theſe are the force of INOS 8 charms, 
| > Without whoſe vital aid, 
[  Unkiniſh'd all her features ſcem, 
\ And all her roſes dead. | | 


But ah! Above both theſe two unite T2 
How perfect is the view, | 7 

With ev'ry image of delight, 
With graces ever new: 


— 


With pow'r to ſooth the 1 * 
The wildeſt rage controul ; 
Diffuſing wildneſs o'er the brow, 
And rapture through the ſoul. 


Their pow'r but faintly to expreſs, | 

All language mult deſpair AST, 

But go, behold Amaſlia's fac. 
And read it perfect there, 


| ＋— gn oat popes Chee Poe o- - - 
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| Cor ye 8 ill can repeat, 
The ſenſation I am deſtin'd to prove; 


2925 CECILIA; Os; 


A. 


'Tis fomething than friendſhip more ſweet, 
More paſſionate even than love. 


For ever when abſent from you, 
Pale echo returns my fond fighs ; | 
But when happ'ly your beautics I view, 
On my lips the faint utt'rance dies. 


This the ſecret I had to betray, 

And the fate of my paſſion is ſuch ; 
That in what 1 was prompted to ſay, 
Methinks I have utter'd too much. 


* % 
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How imperfedt 3 is expreſſion, 

Some emotions to impart; 

When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart: 

When our bofoms all complaining 

With delicious tumults ſwell, 

Speak what trembling, fault'ring, dying; 

Language would, but cannot tell. 


Deep confutton's roſy terror 
Quite expreſſive paints my cheek 
Aſk no more, behold your error, 


Bluſttes eloquently ſpeak ; 


- 
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What choaghh filent had anguiſh, -3 
Or hreath'd only to the air; 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh, 
Read what your 's have in there. 


Ah! chat you could once conceive e me, 
Once my ſoul's ftrong feelings view; _ 
| 13 has nought more ſweet, believe me; 

Friendſhip nothing half ſo true; 


With you, ſpeechleſs as I touch; 
This'is all that bears declaring, 
Ara I perhaps declares too arD. 


eee. 
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By Mr W. G to a young Lady. 


Tur Cyprian q queen when fam' d Appelles drew, 
He had each beauty of his age in view; 
Before him all the fair creation roſe, - 
While from each nymph” each various charm he 
choſe, 2 g 
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From this he ftole the mildneſs of her eyes, 
From that her lips in imitative dyes; 
From one her bloom, another's golden hair, 
"Till the whole r role 2 fair. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
From you I am wild, deſpairing; _ 5 1 | 
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Are perfections in woman to-which I'm inclin'd. 


| Whom I'd love and careſs ev'ry day of my life. 


The world, alas! would own the likeneſs faint. 
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But had he liv'd to ſee your angel face, 
From you he'd borrow'd ev'ry lovely grace; 
No other fair before his eyes he'd ſet, 
Burt take each charm from much lov'd H- 


to 


Vet though aſſiſted by a hand divine, 
Each colour glow'd, and ev'ry ſtroke was ſine; 
Vet though he ſummon'd all the pow'rs of paint, 


- 
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A 1 face aud a form thous fault, 
Are not the attractions by which I am caught; 
Good nature, good ſenſe, and an honeſt free mind, 


For a time beauty charms, but fo certain is age, 
That' who with a beauty alone would engage? - 
Since time ſpreads a veil oer the brighteſt of eyes, 
And a face is a flow 'r that and dies. 


Then, Venus, begone with your ref decoy 8, 


Which like lyrens do eg and like N de- 
ſtroy; | 


*Tis friendſhip and virtue 1 feek in a wife, 
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To the Tune of, Tus HicntanD LAppiE. 


| Anti, ſhe's ſo wond'rous fair, 
| That you'd not ken her frae a lady 
Comely and N is her air; 
But, ah! ſhe can't win frae her daddie. 
O my lovely, charming laſſie, 
My dear, angelic, handſome laſſie, 
Tho now confin'd frae me ſhe's hept, 
Yet ſtill 1 love my Lawland laſſies 


Whene' er I ſee her ſmiling face, | 
My heart does pant with joy and pleaſure z ; 
But, when ſhe's abſent frac the place, 
91 ! I am grieved out of meaſure. 
01 my nes &c. 


She is poſſeſs'd of many e 
Which quite enchant her faithfu' laddie ; 
O! if I had her in my arms 
T1 wou'd &en keep her frac her daddie. 
; C my — &. 


To happineſs Pl! bid aw 

Till ſhe arrives into AuitD Reexy ; 

For there 5 nae ither nymph I loo 

Like my on Amelia M——y. 

* ! my lovely, &c. 
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P HOEBUS, meaner themes diſdaining, 
To the lyriſt's call repair; 
And the ftrings to rapture ſtraining, 
23 Come and praiſe the Britiſh Fair. 


Chiefs, throughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, 
Were not gallant, were not glorious, 


Till commanded by the Fair. 


/ ‚ rr 
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All the works of worth and merit, 
Which the Sons of Art prepare, 
Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the Fair. 


Reaſon is as weak as paſſion; 
But, if you for truth deelare, 
Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh Fatr. 
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Down. the barn and theo? the mead, 
His wor 3 d o'er his brow; ; 


ov, 


Rr 
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Johnny lilting, tun'd his reed, 
| And Mary wip'd her bony mou? : 
Dear ſhe loo'd the well-know ſong, 
a | While her Johnny | 
Blithe and bonny, 
Sung her praiſe the whole day long. 


Down the burn and thro the mira; 
Hi. galden locks wav'd ver bis brow ; F 
J yy lilting tun'd his reed, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mou'. 


Coſtly claiths ſhe had but few ; 
Of rings and jewels nae great ſtore; 
Her face was fair her love was true, 
And Johnny wiſely wiſh'd nae more : 


LI Love's the pearl the ſhepherd's prize; | 


| Ofer the mountain, 
Near the fountain, 
Love delights the HhepherC's eyes. 
77 . Dun the burn, Ke. 


Gold and titles give not health, . 
And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart; 
Vouthfu' Mary's greateſt wealth _ 
Was fill her faithfu' Johnny's heart: 
Sweet the joy's the lovers find, 

|. Great the treaſure, 
Sweet the pleaſure, 
Where the heart is always kind. 
| Down the burn, &c. 


TER 


| Kary' 8 CompPLAINT. 


| Br « the fide of a grove, young Delia did 1 
Her ſoul was all love and all fweetneſs her lay, 
The ſmooth- gliding ſtream flid ſoftly along, 
The birds ceas'd their theme t' attend to her ſong: 
Ah! my Strephon, ſhe cry'd, have you left me to 
| mourn, | 
»Tis in vain Thaveſigh'd, and implor'd your return. 
II! tell all my woes to the birds and the ſkies, 
Swell the ſtream with my tears, and the breeze with 
my ſighs; | 
Sweet Philomel hears, and anſwers my moan, 
And the rocks tod have ears, but my Strephon has 
none: 
The frown that alarm'd him has loſt all its power, 
And the voice that once charm'd him now charms 
him no more. 


ve ſweet beni gales, that ſport on the plain, 
Fe hills, woods, and dales, that reply to my ſtrain, 
Go tell him our loves, but why ſhould ye tell? 
All ye WO and ye groveh,. and ye meadows, 
farewell : 
To ſome ſhade PII repair, seeed from the day, 
Feed my ſoul with deſpair till I ſigh it away. 
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0 ! The days when. I was young, 
When 1 laugh'd at Fortune's ſpite, 

Tall'd of love all the day long, - 

And with Nectar crown'd the night. 


-*SQuOH) 


Then it was old father, Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth cou'd bear, 
And the weed a bumper drown. 
O the 4 


Truth they ſay lives in a well, 
Why, I vow, I ne'er cou'd ſee; 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me. 
0 ! the days, &c. 


For, when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falſehood's maſk ; 

But ſtill honeft truth T found 
"90 the bottom of each flaſk. 


0! the days, 


True, at length my vigour's Now.” 
I have years to bring decay; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey: 
0! 1 4 & c. 
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Yet old Jerome thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire; Fa 
Still beneath thy age's froſt, 2 
Glo a park of 8 wh... 
0! the days, &c. 
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Taz NorTH Counter La89.—Ture, _ 


_ KY was a fair maiden, her name it was. 
__ Gillian, 

Her manners were ſage tho” her carriage was frees 

You ſcarcely would meet ſuch a girl in a million, 

Her N were — pride of the North Coun- 
try. N 

All the ſaid came fo wittily, | 
She danc'd with ſuch grace, and ſhe chanted * 
prettily; 

Nor Madames of "Sg nor Signoras of Italy, 
Could cope with this laſs of the North Country. 


Rich lords and fine 8 crowded to woo her, 

| Each begging her moſt humble ſervant to be; 
Some ſhew'd coach and horſes, ſame nt gold 
to her, 


Some, cloaths and fine Jewels * * to. 
ſee... 
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But, in vain all their brav'ry, | | 
She ſaidiflat and plain, ſhe ſaw thro” their knav ry, 
And rather would paſs her whole life-time in 
ſlay? ry. 5 76 a | 
Than bring ſuch diſgrace on the North Country. 


But going-one day to the wood with young Roger, 
To gather ſweet poſies for he and for ſhe, 

Sly Cupid obſerv'd them, (a comical codger) 
And hid himſelf ſaug in a ſycamore tree: 

Out he drew from his quiver 

A ſhaft that a heart made of marble old ſhivers 

He ſhot, there was none a poor maid to deliver, 


FE And down fell the yp of the North . 
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YOUNG Venus, the goddeſs of beauty and love, 
Aroſe from the froth that ſwam on the ſeaz |} 
Minerva ſprung out of the cranium of Jove, 
A coy ſullen ſlut, as moſt authors agree; —- | 
| Great Bacchus, they tell us, who's he prinee of 
| good fellows, 
Was his nat'ral ſon — Heal to my tale 
For thoſe that thus chatter 
Know nought of the matter, 
He ſprusg from a barrel of Nottingham ale. 
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Ve clergy ſo rev trek prieſts, vicars, and deacons, 
Attend, and you'll certainly own it is true; 
That Nottingham ale is the chief of all liquors, 
And who underſtands the dear creature yo you? ? 

It diſpels ev'ry vapeur, - 
Saves pen, ink, and paper; 
And when you're diſpos*d in the pulpit to rail, 
It will open your throats, 
You may preach without notes, 
When inſpir” d with full EY of Nonringham 
ale. | | 


** Motors, who more execution have done 
Wich bolus, with powder, with potion and pill, 
Than bangman with halter, or ſoldier with gun,, 
Than miſer with famine, or lawyer with quill; 
To diſpatch us the quicker 
You: forbid us malt liquor, 
Till our bodies grow thin, and our faces wax pale. 1 
_ Each knows, if he pleaſes, 
What cures all diſeaſes, 


Is any full OT Oe of Nottingham ale, 
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Ye lovers, who talk of your flames, darts, and 
daggers. 

With Nottingham ale ply your miſtreſs but hard; 

The girl that once taſtes i it will drink 'til ſhe Rag- 

gers, 


And al your 255 ring with Kindneſs reward; 


— 
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| You may turn and twiſt her, 

And do what you lift ther, 

Tou have ound the right wy with her heart to 
prevail; 

Let her take her glaſs e 

There's nothing can ſoften 


The heart of A woman ke Nottingham ale. 


| See * poten — ene etnet 
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Tus Banxs or Tye Dre. — Taue, LAXGOLEE ; ; 
With Rs by Miſs B— v — 


"Twas we and fofily the breewes were | 


blowing. 
And ſweetly the nightiogale ſung from the tree, - 


At the foot of a rock, where the river was flowing, 


I fat myſelf down on the banks of the Dee. 


Flow on lovely Dee, flow on thou ſweet. river; 
Thuy banks pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever; 


For there I firſt gain'd the affection and favour 
Of Sandy the glory and pride of the Dee. 


But now he's gone from me, and left me thys 
*mourning, | 17 5 

To quell the proud N for ealiant | is he ; 3. 
And, ah ! there's no hope of his ſpeedy returning, 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee. 
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The Dee then ſhall flow, all its beauties diſplaying ; 
The lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing; 
While I with my Sandy am careleſsly ſtraying, 


He's gone, helpleſs youth Str the rude e 
billows; 

The kindeſt and ſweeteſt of al the gay ne „ 

And left me to ſtray mongſt the once loved willows, 

'The lonlieſt n on me baoks 7 the Dee. 


But time and my pray” rs 3 may n yet adore bim; 
Bleſt Peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me: 
Andwhen he returns,with ſuchcare L'll watcho'erhim, 
He never ſhall leave the ſweet banks of the Dee. 


And tailing again all the ſweets of the Dee. 


Thus ſang. the fair maid on the banks of the river, © 


And ſweetly re- echo'd each neighbouring tree ; 
But, now all theſe hopes muſt evaniſh for ever, 


Since Sandy ſhall ne er ſee the banks of the Dee. . 


On a foreign ſhore the fweet youth lay dying, 
In a foreign grave his body's now tying E 


Whilft friends and acquaintance in Scotland are x 


crying 


Fer Sandy, the gory and pride f " the Dee. 


Mi 72 on the hand by which he was wounded ; 


Miſbap on the wars that calÞPd him away 


From a circle of friends,by which he was ſurrounded, 


Who mourn for dear Sandy the tedious day. 
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0h ! poer 1 eſs maid, 1 mourns di ſeontented | 
Tube Iasi of a lover fo juſtly lamented; ] 
By time, only time, can her grief be contented, - | 

Ard all her dull hours become chearful and gay. 


Twas pee and bravery made bw leave ter 
mourning, | | 
From unjuſt rebellion bl 1 to free; F 
Hle left her, in hopes of his ſpeedy returning, 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee 
For this he diſpis'd all dangers and perils ; 
*T was thus be eſpous'd Britannia's quarrels, 
T0 when he came Pome he gy" crown er with - f 
laurels, | 


The happieſt maid on the banks of the Dee. 


But Fate had determin'd his fall to be n 
Though dreadful the thought muſ} be unto me ; 
He fell, like brave WoL, when the troops were 
 wvidtorious,' | 
Sure each tender heart muſt benwail the dd. 5 
iet, though he is gone, the once faithful lover, | 
And all cur fine ſchemes of trus happineſs oben. | +. | 
No doubt he implored his pity and favour 1 

For me be had leſt on the ay of the Dee. 
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SONG 18. 
By a young Gentleman. — Tune, Lancokzr. 


N Miss Betty s a girl of very good nature, 

Her complexion fair, moſt delightful to ſee; 
Her air's not affected ſhe? s reg*lar each 3 3 
Which makes me the fonder to ſing her to thee. 
Fold on, my ſweet muſe, without repining, I 

And ſing up her praiſes without ever whining ; 
| And fix on her mind to be always inclining 
L To look on her ſhepherd with mirth and with glee, 


Her beauty, with all perfection in meaſure, 
Does form a Diana moſt pleaſing to ſee; 
Her eyes they are bright, and in colour azure, 

And ſhe is the pride of all that her ſee ; 
Her mind it is paſt all human painting, 
For pen or pencil they are both fainting ; 
So it is nonſenſe for. you to be minting 


To ſing her praiſes, ſo agen. fo 13 ſhe, 


Laſt night when ] ſaw ber ihe was paſſing from me, 
But I would not let her go that way fo free; 
 Iftept up to her and afleed her favour, | 
She granted, and made me as happy” s could be: 

When ſhe ſpake, O! I was raviſh'd, 

And ſhe told me myſelf not to laviſh ; 

I faid unto her, I would always laviſh 

Her praiſes in town as well as country. 
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Sung in the Doruns. | 


G IVE Iſaacthe oymph who no beauty can n boaſt, -. 
But health and good humour to make her his toaſt; 
If ſtreight I don't mind whether ſlender or fat, 

And fix fit or four---We'll ne'er quarrel for that. 


Whate'er her complexion---I vow I don't care; 
If brown---it is laſting---more pleaſing if fair: 
And tho” in her cheeks I no dimples ſhould ſee, 
Let her ſmile---and each dell is a dimple to me. 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 
And her eyes--may be c*en--any colour but green; 
For in eyes, tho? ſo various the luſtre and hue, 

I ſwear Pve no choice---only let her have two. 


Tis true, I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own--are genteeler than black: 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
But I only defire-- ſhe 15 't have a beard. 


ro- - —ͤ — ˙—„ — | 
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By a Lady e Quality: | 


Tur ſun his gladſome beams withdrawn, 
The hills all white with ſnow, 
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Leave me dejected and forlorn; 
Who can deſcribe my woe ? 

But not the ſun's warm beams could chear, 
Nor hills tho? e'er ſo green; 

Unleſs my D+mon ſhould appear ; 
To beautify the ſcene. | 


| The frozen brooks, and pathleſs wales 
Disjoin my love and me; 
The pining bird his fate bewails, 
On vonder leafles tree! 
But, what to me are birds, or brooks, 
Or any joy that's near? 
Heavy the lute, and dull the brooks, 
While Damon is not here. 


The Laplander, who, half the year, 

Is wrapt in ſhades of night, 
Mourns not, like me, his winter drear, 
Nor wiſhes more for light. - 
But what were light, without my love, 
Or objects e'er ſo fine? _ 

The flow'ry meadow, field, or grove, 

If Damon be not mine ? 


Each moment, from my dear away, 
Is a long age of pain 8 

Fl ſwift, ye hours! be calm the day 
That brings my love again! 
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O! haſte, and bring him to my arms, 
Nor let us ever part; 8 | 
My breaſt ſhall beat no more alarms, 
When I ſecure his heart. 


l 
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Tae Nor- BRO w Marv. 
"Pai in the bloom of May, 


When odours breathe around, 
When nymphs are blyth and gay, 
And all with mirth abound; 

That happily I ſtray'd 
F To view my fleecy care, 

Where I beheld a maid, 
No mortal e'er ſo fair; 

No mortal e' er ſo fair. 


— 


She wore upon her head 

A bonnet made of ſtraw. 
Which ſuch a face did ſhade 
As Phcoebus never faw, 
Her locks of nut- brown hue 

A cap and coif conceal'd, 
Which to my pleaſing view, 
A ſporting breeze reveal d. 


Around her ſlender whit 
A ſerip embroider'd hung, 


” 28 er CECILIA; Or, 
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The late her fingers grac'd, 
Accompany'd with a ſong, 
With fuch a- pleaſing note, 
Caurroni might regale; 
Or Philomela's throat, N 
That warbles through the vale. | 
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Not long 1 ſtood to view, 
Struck with her heav'nly air, 
I to the charmer flew, 2 | 
And caught the yielding fair. 1 
Hear this, ye ſcornful belles, | 
And milder ways purſue ; 
She that in charms excells, * 
Excells in kindneſs too. . 
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3 Jockey, who teiz'd me a. vnclve month 
or more, i 
Now bolder is grown has was mortal 8 „ 
He whiſpers ſuch things as no virgin ſhould hear, 
And he preſſes my lips with a warmth I can't bear. 
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With ſtories of love he would foften my mind, 
And his eyes ſpeak a temper to miſchief inclin'd; 
But I vow not a moment I'll truſt him alone, [1 
And when nexthe grows rude I will bid him begone. {| 
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Of e woth! not a word has he ſpoke, 

And his actions declare he thinks virtue a joke; 

He ſhall find his miſtake if he ventures to try? 

For, than yield on ſuch terms, oh! [ rather would 
die. ; 


With no creature bende he ſack freedom dare 
tabkey ---* 


| ; Yet the handſome and witty he quits for my » he: 


But how can I think that he loves me the beſt ? 
Or how can I love him who'd break all my reft ? 


Oh! Jockey, en nor be fooliſh again, 


| Leſt you loſe a fond heart you ſhall never regain: 


* h If you change your behaviour, and to church chuſe 


to go, 
PII forgive all that's 22 and a will never 2 No. 
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, Inſpire his tongue with gentleſt airs, 


Parry or THE Hilr. 


W's Venus, queen of ſoft delights, | 


Accept a ſuppliant's pray'r, 
Who wiſhes to attend the rights 
In which thy vot”ries ſhare : 


Yet void of art or ſkill, 
While he his unfeign'd love declares 
For Patty of the hill. f 
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| What ſtrains, Os goddeſs, = he 2 
| To melt her frozen heart, : 
| Since words can ne*er expreſs his mind, 
Nor &er his pain impart; 
Volefs thy ſon ſhall aid his lays, 
And love in her inftil, 


Ta vain will prove his artleſs praiſe 
Of Patty of the hill. 


Her cheek with roſe and. lilies vies, 
Her breach with ſweet woodbine ; 
Inferior far unto her eyes 
The ſparkling di'monds ſhine : 
Her voice excells the linnet's notes, 
| Exceeds the thruſh's thrill ; 
F In vain they ſtrive to raiſe their throats. 


Like Patty? S of the hill, 


Mid ſhall I paint her tender mind, 
The charm I moſt admire ; 
In her is ev'ry virtue join'd, 
That paſſion can inſpire : 
Her ſoul the graces all refine, 

She ſtoops to reaſon's will; 
17 Venus, —all the world reſigu 
* Patty of the bill : 
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Down THE BURN Davis, LOVE. 


W HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; 
When Mary was complete 2. 
And love laugh'd in her ce; 
Blyth Davy's blinks her heart Jia move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free: 
Gang down the burn Davie, love, 
| Down the burn Davie, love, 
Down the burn Davie, love, 
And ſoon I'll follow thee ; 
Gang down the burn Davie, love, 
Down the burn Davie, love, 
Down the burn Davie, love, 
Gang down the burn Davie, love, © 
q And Il. foon * thee. 


Now Davie did each Jad OS 
That dwelt on this burn · fide ; 3 

And Mary was the bonieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride. 1 | Z 

Sh th Davit's duni, Ke. 


Her es: were 97 red and white, 
Her een were bonny blue, ; 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, | 
E Her lips like dropping dew. _ 
| | _Bhth Davie's _— &c. 
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As Fate had dealt to him a routh, 
Straight to the kirk he led her, 
There plighted her his faith and troth, 
| And a bonny bride he made her: 
No more aſham'd to own her love, 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free ; 
| - Gang down the burn Davie, love, 
| Down the burn Davie, love, 
Down the burn Davie, love, 
And PII foon follow thee ; 
| Gang down the burn Davie, love, 
| Down the burn Davie, love, 
DB Down the burn Davie, love, 
Gang down the burn Davie, loves 
And PH 28 * thee. 
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Sum in the Ducks, 


| Havr I a heart for falhood fram 'd, 


I neer could injure you: | 
For tho your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
| Your charms would make me true. 

- |} To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
1 No ſtranger offer wrong; 
But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
"Ang lovers in the * 
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But when they TRIER that you bave ben | 
Another with your heart, 3 1 


i They Il bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, ; | ro 
| And act a brother's part. | | 
3 Then lady, dread not here deceit, | | 
| Nor fear to ſuffer wrong : | | 
| For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
| And brother's in the "yn ; 
| 

| 
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Yt jolly true blues en the main, 
Well ſkilled in heaving the log, 

Attend to a ſailor's rough ſtrain, 
Who ſings of his favourite Grog. 
| For Grog is the liquor of life, | 
The delight of each held Britiſh _ ol 
Ry n, ſorrow and ſtrife, 

And ſoftens the hardſhips of war. 


hana), Ah 
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Brave Vernon, to Britain ſtill dear, | 
O long may'ſt thou live, though ix. cos, 

Some deity whiſper'd thine ear, 
And hinted the * call'd Grog. 
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- | Mla⸗y the flincher be hang'd like a dog; 
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of vineyards the Maes may W 
Or delight ia the ſoup of a frog, 
But ſoon they will find to their coaſt, 
That claret muſt 1 to good Grog. 
6 For Greg. &c. 


I hog an . declare 
By St Patrick, tho' born in a bog, 
That while he could ſee with one ear, 
No liquor he'd drink except Grog. . 
For Gregs wo | 


No danger ot our hearts can diſmay, 

No terror we feel from a flog, 
For what is a dozen a day, 

Te a double allowance of Grog. 


For Greg, &c. 


Each Saturday night that revolves, 
My meſſmate he tips me a jog, 
To the wife or the ſweetheart we love, 
We take off a cann of good Grog. : 
For Greg, Ke. : 


| 


Now war is declar'd let's advance, 


Who cowardly yields to proud France, 
| Is a ſtranger to freedom and Grog. 
For Grog is the liquor of life, | 
The delight of each bold Britiſh tar, 
It baniſhes forrow and ftrife, 

And feftens the hardſhips of war. 


| 
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"nt he Happy Brocane, 
How bleſs'd are beggar-laſſes, 


Who never toi] for treaſure ! 
Who know no care, but how to ſnare 
Each day ſucceſſive pleaſure. "WP 
Drink away, let's be gay, 
Beggars: flill witb bleſs abound, + 
Mirth and joy ne er can cloy, 


Whilſt the Martine 64 8 round. 
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A fig for $4 faſhions, L 
No want of cloaths oppreſſes; 


We live at eaſe with rags and fleas, - 
We value not our dreſſes. 5 
. Drink away, &c. 


We ſcorn all ladies waſhes, _ 

With which they ſpoil each feature, 
No patch or paint our beauties want, 
We live in Gmple nature, | * 

15 | - Drink away, &c. 


No colick, ſpleen or vapours, 
At morn, or evening teaſe us: 
We drink no tea, or ratafia ; 
When fick, a dram can eaſe us. 
Drink away, a. 


- 
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That ladies a& in ſs; rn 

| By nature's ſoft compliance; 

[ We think no crime-when in our prime, 
Jo kiſs without a licence. OW; 
| Drink away, &c. 


We know no ſhame or ſcandal, 
The beggars law befriends us; 
We all agree in liberty, 
And poverty defends us. 

- Drink away, &c. 

Like jolly beggar wenches, 

Thus, thus we drown all ſorrow ; 
We live to-day, aver delay 
Our pleaſure till to-morrow, 


Drink away, &c. 
S 2 N G 28. 


3 AVE off your fooliſh pratting, 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
But drink your glaſs, 
Round let it paſs, 
The bottle ſtands before ye, 
Fill it up to the top, 
Let the night with mirth be crown'd, 
Drink about, ſee it out, | 
Love and friendſhip Rall go round. 
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If claret be a bleſſing, 
This night devote to pleaſure ; 
Let worldly cares, 
And ſtate affairs, 
Be thought on at more leiſure ; 
Fill it up, to the top, | 
Let the night with joy be 3 — 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and friendſhip ſtill 8⁰ n. 


If any is ſo zealous, 
To be a party-minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
We'll ſoon agree, 
And be of one opinion: 
Fill your glaſs, name your laſs, 5 


See her health go ſweetly round, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 


Let the night with joy be crown'd. 
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Gon ge low; i457 Bike 
The ſailor's heart is true, 
In adverſe, or in proſp'rous fate, 
He j * the crew: | 
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Then toiling l watching late; 
Defends his king and country's PTY 
In hopes to be, 
When come from fea, 
Cheer'd with applauſe. 
At home, when ſports his welcome crown, 
His wife's the livelieſt of the throng: 
Or when care ſinks his ſpirits down, 
Her endearing ſmile, 
Rewards his toil, 
And greets his fav'rite ſong. 


Go high, &c. 


So when the nuptial knot is ty'd, 
Our mn; cloſer will cement ; 
Each morn” you'll hail my blooming bride, 
And gladly ſhare my heart's content. 
I'll graſp the hand that made her mine, 
To ſocial ſcenes the hours reſign, oe 
While all the wonted ſtrain ſhall join, 

Go high, & c. 
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To the Tune of, There was a jovial beggar. 


By ſage philoſophers of old f 
We're told there was a ſtone, 
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That all ids turn to gold; - but pla | 

* To cheats turns every one. | | 
So a-cheating we will go, well — 90 
So a · cheating aue will 2. | 


The merchant thinks the Yair i is trick 45 

When on his goods he lays 1 
Too high a price, — but, ah! he's nick'a; | 
A 'fquire but rarely pays. 8 
„ So a. cheating, &c. 


The tradeſinan t06; by art moſt nice, 
Your furniture reſtores _ 
To taſte polite, till in a trice 7 
Tou re © faſted out of doors. GS 
| So a. cheating, &e. 


* 
* 4 
as * 
— — C 
7 


The lawyer, with a face demure, 
Hangs him who ſteals your pelf ; 

Beeauſe the good man can endure 
Nc 0 robber but W 
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So ar cheating, & c. 


The quack and hig hauaymam both kill; 5 
What diff rence can there be? | 

Save this with piſtol, that with pill; 
Four golds the common ple. 
#1 WS Oe e So a- cheating, Ke. 


— — 


The lar, bold in bloody fights, 
Maintains his country's cauſe ; 
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But, ſoon as things are ſet to rights, 
He tramples on its laws. e 1 
So ar Ms &C. 


The governor, by hberal arts, 
Rude Indians doth reduce ; 
But, e'er he half reforms their hearts, 
He leaves them n'er a Sous. 
So a- cheating, "Ic | 
The courtier, for his country dear, 
His care doth ne'er relax; | 
But, eber he long the helm doth ſteer, 
He robs it by a tax, | 1 0 
So a- e &c. 


The patriot, with a ; flaming zeal, 
Will ſwear his country's loft; _ 

But, once let Fortune turn the wheel, 
He'll ſell it for a poſt. | 


So a cheating, &c. 


His MajzesTy*s fair character 
Io touch, I would be loth; 
Nor need I, —for his miniſter, 
Can cheat enough for both. 
T2 So a. cheating, &e, 


The buſhand cheats his loving wife, 


And to a miſtreſs goes; 
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While he again, to eaſe her life, f 4 
Caroules with the beaux. 1 


r 
* < dice Br” Nt \.. 2 


So o-cheating, Kc. | 


The tenant doth the foward nick, 
(So low this art we find ;) 
The feward doth his lordſhip trick, 

"And, he tricks all mankind. {1 


So a- cheating, &c 2 


One claſs there i is, to whoſe fair lot, 
No cheating art ſhould fall, 
They're clergy call'd ;—but, when they do't, 
They cheat us worſt of all. 
ä So a- cheating, &c. 


Thus all the world a. cheating goes, 
For pleaſure or for pelf; 
But, in the end, experience Fn 
The cheater cheats himſelf - | 
So a-cheating well not go, not go. nt £9; 
So a. an we'll not go. | 
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Tre CrngrAL Toasr,! © 


Her ERE's to >the maiden of baſhful fiſteen, 
And, Here's to the W idow of fifty; 
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| 
Here's to the bold and extravagant queen, | | 
And, Here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
| Let the toaſt paſs, drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſhell prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 

| 

| 

| 

| 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And, likewiſe, to her that has none, Sir; 
And, Here's to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 
And, Here” s to her that's but one, Sir. 
„ Let the toaſt paſt, &c. 


- 


Here's to the maid with a boſom as ſnow, - 
And, to her that is brown as a berry ; - 

And, Here's to the wife with a face full of Oey | 
And, Here's to the girl that's merry. 


— | . Tet the toaſt paſs, &c. | 
Let her be clumſy, or let her be neat, — 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather ; a 
But fill the pint-· bumper up to the brim, 
= 
* 


1 
| 


Let the toaſ ad * 


And let us cen toaſt them together. 
0. 3 Ger „ * Ep» $001 Donn oth on noun ode Fore ntind 


Wurn fr, by fond 8 Flavella was ſeen, 
He tightly regarded her air or her mein; 


The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm'd as a lover, but cool as a friend: 


N 
> 
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From friendfhip (not Paten) his 1 did move, 
And the ſwain bragg'd his heart was a Reanger to | 
love. Bo * 


New charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe 3 
Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his o :; 
Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 
And oh! what dear virtues. beam' d forth 1 in her 
| mind; 
| Yet ftill for the ſanction of friefd/hh he 1 
| Tilla bal gave the omen and ſhew'd it was love. 


Now, prog to. be nds he ſighs for the Fair, 
Grows dull to all pleaſure ;. but being with her” $3 

He's mute, while his heart · ſtrings are ready to break, . 
For the fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak ; | 

But wanders a willing example to prove, 

% That trends with woman is faſter to love.” 


A lover, thus conquer l, can neꝰer r give offence 

Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a flave to her ſenſe ; 

His paſſion, nor wrinkles, nor age can allay, 1 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 3 
And time, that will beauty's ſhort empire remove, 
Increaſing her. reaſon, increaſes his lore, 
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"Rang in SrarxrrBARE's 1 


228 Warwickſhire ide, and ye ne, 


See what at our Jubilee paſſes; 


Come revel away, rejoice, and be glad, Ie 
For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad, 


 Warmwick/hire lade, all be glad, 


For the lad FT all lads, &e. 


— 


Be pnoud of the charms of your acuity, 
Where Nature has laviſh'd her bounty, 


Where much ſhe has given, and ſome to be honed, 2 


For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard, 
W. arwickſhire bard, never pair'd, &c. 


Fach ſhire has its different pleaſures, 


Each ſhire has its different treaſures, 


But to rare Warwickſhire all muſt ſubmit, 


For the wit of all wits was a Warwickſhire wit, 


Warwickſhire wit, how he writ / Ke. 


: 


O1 Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 


And half a ſcore mere we took pride in 


Of famous Will Congreve we boaſt too the ſkill, 


But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will, 


Warwickſhire Will, matchleſs ftill ! &c. 


Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 


Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman, 
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nn ſwan are all peels to l ſwan, | 
And the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man, | 
TER? aaa: anate _— Hvew's Fs &e. 


| 
| 

| As ven'ſon is very inviting. 2 

| || To ſteal it our bard took Iclight i in „ 

To make his friends merry he neyer was lag, 

And the wag of all wags was a Warwickſhire wag, 

OO Warwickſhire wag, ever brag, &c. 

| 

| 


There never was ſeen ſach a creature, 
Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd Nature: 42 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her gef, 
And the thiefof all thieves was a Wa rwickſhire thief, 
Warwickſhire thief, * s * . 
For the tes: & c. | 
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Love IN been! 


And it may be they dwell there ſtill; 
Much riches indeed didn't fall to the ir T 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill?! 
But, fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile or of arts; | 
One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 
And ſhe was the pride of their hearts. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
* 1 Totterdown-bill there dwelt an old pair, | | | 
it 
| 
| 


Nut-brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtraight, ' 
Her eyes were as black as a ſloe, 
Fer teeth were milk-white, full ſmart was her gait, 
And ſleek was her ſkin as a doe: 


All thick were the elouds, and the rain it did pour, 


No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd ; il 
A child wet and cold came and knockꝰd at the door, / 


12 Its mam it had loft, and it my 3 


Yes Bet was as mag as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe hugg d cloſe to her breaſt; 

She chaff'd him all o'er, and he ſmil'd as he lay, 
She kiſs d him and lull'd him to reſt: 
But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize! 

Why, Love ! that fly maſter of arts; 
No ſooner he wak'd but he dropt his ee, * 


And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts. 


Qvoth he, I am Love, but be not afraid, 
Though all T make ſhake at my will ; 

So good and ſo kind have you been, my fair maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my {kill ; 

My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs by me; : 
A friend you ſhall find in me ſtill: K 0 

Take my quiver and ſhoot, and be greater than 97 bo 
The Venus of Tae e. een 
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46 OME lev s hae mair wine in, | 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus loes nae dwining, HE 
Let's be blyth and free : 
Away with dull, Here t'ye, Sir, 
Your miſtreſs, Robie, gi'es her, 
We'll drink her health wi? pleaſure, 
Wha's belov'd by d thee, | 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 

That's a laſs can charm Jes 70 8 
And to joys alarm ye, | 

Sweet is the to me, 

Some angel ye wad ca? her, 
And never wiſh nae brawer, 

If ye bareheaded ſaw her, 

Kiltit to the knee. 


Peggy a dainty laſs is: 
Come let's join our glaſſes, 
And refieſh our hauſes, 
With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be ſtateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with love and drinking, 
Gie our cares the lie. 


| 
4 
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Sou how my Spindle I miſlaid, 


5 His knife then kindly Damon took, 
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Sung by Mas STE in the DeseareR. + 


And loſt it underneath the graſs ; 
Damon advancing, bow'd his head, 
And ſaid, What ſeek you pretty laſs: 
A little love when urg'd with care, 
Oft leads a heart, and leads it far. | 
? Oh. Oft lends a beart, Kc. 


Tone 2 by yon e Oak, 
That I my Spindle loſt juſt now; 


And from the tree he cut a bough; 

A little love when urg'd with care, 
Will lead a Heart and lead it far. : 
A little "__ Kc. 


Thus did the youth his time employ, 
While me he tenderly beheld; _ 
He talk'd of love, I leap'd for joy, | K 
For ah, my heart did fondly yield: 5 
A little love when urg'd with care, | 
Will lead a heart, and lead it far. 
A little hove,. &c. 
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By Lord LyTTLETON, 


WIEN Delia on the grove appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears; 

I would approach, but dare not move; 

Tell me, my e if this be love. 5 


When'er ſhe 8 my ig ear 
No other voice but her's can hear, 5 

No other's wit but her's approve; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 


Ilf ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 
Though I was once his fondeſt friend, 

5 His inſtant enemy I prove; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 


When ſhe's abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before ; 
The cleareſt ſtream or ſhadieſt grove ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 


—— — ; I RAY Ama 2 
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' When fond of pow'r, of beauty vain, 
'j] Her nets ſhe ſpreads for ev'ry ſwain, 
| TI ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 
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How pleas'd with my native ns, | 


How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vile, 


But now, when wry'd by tender woes - 4m 


No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, 


50 STCECILIA; Or, 
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Ts LanDsCAPe — Tune, GirDErOvY., 


E'erwhile I paſs'd the day; 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flowers? 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay? 


And all the landſcape round! 
The river gliding down the dale! 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 


- 


I ſpeed-to meet my dear, 
That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 
And check my fond career. 


Their wonted charms I ſee; | 
That verdant hill and filver ſtream 
Divide my love and me. 
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COME live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That hiils and vallies, dale and field, 
And all the craggy mountains Held. 


' 


| 
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There will we ſit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe fall, 
Melodious birds ſing madrigal. 


There will I make beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant pokſies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle, | 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle : 


A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold: 


A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 
With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds ; 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


The ſhepherd fwains ſhall dance and fi ing, 
For thy delight each May morning : 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 
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Ira that the world and love were young, 
And truth in CORTE ſhepherd's tongue, 


Theſe pretty pleaſures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 


But time drives flocks from field to fold, 


When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 


# And Philome! becometh dumb, 
| And all complain of cares to come. 


The flow'rs do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reck' ning yields; 
A honey tongue, and heart of gal}, 

May pleaſures turn to ſorrows all. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies 
Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in. reaſon rotten. 


Thy belt of ſt raw, abd f wy buds, 
Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds, 
All thoſe in me no means can move, 
Jo come to thee, and be thy love. 


But could youth laſt, and love ſtill breed, 
Had joys no date, nor age no need; 
Then theſe delights my mind might move, 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 
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I bluſt'd all the while, and ſcarce knew what to ſay; | 
But I vow'd (1 remember) to love and obey ; | 


With him none pretends or to pipe or to play, 
| But what tender ſoft things does the ſhepherd not 


For why ſhould I tarry, or what could I do, 


8 O NG ar + 1 
Lone, long Ideſpair'da young ſhepherd to find, 
Nor proud of his merit, nor falſe as the wind ; | 
But, at laſt, I have got a dear lad to my mind; ; 


Oh! I never can part with my Willy: 
We hied to the altar laſt Midſummer-day ; 


Can I do any leſs by my Willy ! 


His breath is as fragrant as freſh morning air ; 
His face than the roſe is more ruddy, I ſwear; 
And his kiſſes as ſweet - oh! beyond all compare | 

There is not ſuch a lad as my Willy. 


ſay ? 
With caſe, I am ſure, he might Real hearts away : 
But I'll never diſtruſt thee, dear Willy. 


When I droop'd all in 0 pain, and hung down * 
head, 
How kindly he watch'd me! what tears did he ſhed? 
He ne'er left me a moment till ſickneſs was fled: 
Can I ever forget. thee, dear Willy? 
Should Death f from my _— tear the * ſo 
true, | 
Let him take, if he chuſes, W me away too; 


Should I loſe ſuch a lad as my Willy ? 
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By the mountain's fide reclining, 
Gazing o'er the landſcape round; 
Flow'ry meads, and verdant — 
Which with fertile ſweets abound. 
Kind indulgent Nature gives us 
Sweets like theſe that ne'er can cloy; 
Doubly bleſt wou'd be our portion, 
Cou'd we but theſe ſweets enjoy. 
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Mark the ruſtic, gaily whiſtling, 
Follow'd by his faithful dog; 
And yon coy and bluſhing maiden, 
With her ribbons juſt in vogue; 
Happier he than courtly nobles, 
All in folly's tinſel dreft ; 
Happier ſhe than jewell'd 3 
With a far more el breaſt. 


43 8 belide yon bank of roſes, 
See! the ſhepherd tunes his reed; 
| White his bleating lambkins round him " 

| Gaily gambol on the mead. | = | 
From the crowded. glaring city | 
Far and diſtant let me dwell ; | 
All its blazing pomp and grandeur, 120 
Sweets like theſe can far excell. „ | 
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YE gentle gales that fan the fair, 
And wanton in the ſhady grove, c 
O! whiſper to my abſent far, 
My ſecret pain, and endleſs love. 


And, in the ſultry heat of day 
When ſhe does ſeek ſome cool retreat, 
Throw ſpicy odours in her way 1270 
And ſcatter roſes at her feet - 


That when ſhe ſees their colour fade, 

And all their pride neglected lie, 

Let that inſtruct the charming maid, 
That ſweets untimely gather'd die. 


And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 
Let ſome auſpicious viſion ſhow 

Who ?tis that loves Camilla beſt, 
And what for her I undergo. | 
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By Lord Ly 7TLBTON. 


Tur heavy hours are almoſt paſt 
That part my love and me; 
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My longing eyes may "ng 4. 

|| Their only wiſh to ſee; 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 

The man you've loſt ſo long? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue? 


Will you in every look declare 
Your heart is till the ſame; 
And heal each. idly anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame ? 
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene 
When ſhortly we ſhall meet, 
And try what yet remains, between, 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. | ; 


But, if the dream that ſooths my mind 4 
| Shall falſe and groundleſs prove ; | 
If I am doom'd at length to find 
| You have forgot to love 3 
All I of Venus aſk is this, 
| No more to let us join; . 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs 
To die, and think 2985 mine. 
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Tx world is a well furniſh'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiſc'ouſ]y ſet : 
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We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſeramble for what we can get. 
My fimile holds to a title; 
Some gorge, while ſome ſcarce have a taſte : _ 
But if Um content with „ at tg: 
Enough is as good as a feaſt, 
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„ 2 46. 
Ts all; my If friends theſe . 1 ſend, 


It is neither to beg nor to crave, 
What tho” I be poor, and have not great ſtore, 
I'm content with the little I have. 
I never for want, ſhall look coldrife or ſcant, | 
Tho' many there be that do ſo; 
But ll merry be, love him that loves me, 
And A care not which way the world go. 
But I'll merry be, love him that loves me, 
; Ard | 1 care not which way the world be. 


There's miny a raiſer 146 more this enough, 

| Why ſhould 1 repine at his bliſs, 

| For I am content, with what heaven has 2 
| And I hope l've faid nothing amiſs,” 

Let him enjoy wealth, and I my good dei, 
With Py. to 0 85 what I owen "OT 
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Then T. laugh and fing, be as merry as a king, | | 
And. T « care not which way the world go. | 
3 : | Then I =, &c. 
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But 1 hal take care, before that I'm gone, 
_ What is all this gay world to me, 
Why ſhould I be ſad, for what I ne'er had, 
But amongſt my good friends let it flee. 
| Leſt about my eſtate, there ſhould be a debate, . 
When my head it is lying Bll low; OF 
Some rogue may enjoy it, whom ] never meant, 
So ' drink it which way the world go. | 
Some rogue may enjoy it, whom I never meant, 
So 7 1 drink it which way the world. go. 
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| Warn *tisnight, and the mad-watehl 3 is come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken d main, 
Then ſailor's think of their far diſtant home, 
And of thoſe friends they ne'er meet again: 
But when the fight's begun 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Should any thought of them come o'er our mind, 
We think but ſhould the day be won, 
{| How *twill chear their hearts to hear, 
That their old companion he was one. 
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Or, my lad, if you a miſtreſs kind, 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 

| Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, 

And wakes to think how it may fare with you. 

O! when the fight's begun, 

| Each ſerving at his gun, | 

| Should any thought of her come o'er your mind, 

| Think only ſhould the day be won, 

I How *twill chear her heart to hear, - 

That her own true ſailor he was one. 


| 


{ 

| 
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8 O N 6 48. 
An 11 bottle 8 ang. 


Tur man chat i is drunk is ink of all care; 

He needs neither Parthian, quiver or ſpear ; 
The Moor's poiſon'd dart he ſcorns for to wield, 
His bottle alone is his and ſhield. +, _ 


1 he goes among bullies and whores, . 
Demolihes windows, and breaks open doors ; 
He revels all night, is afraid of no evil, 


And boldly dehies both doGtor and devil. 


—— 
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As late I the out with my {kin full of wine, 
Incumber'd neither with care nor with coin, 
I boldly confronted a horrible dun; 
Affrighted as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run. 
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No monſter could put you to half ſo much fear, 
Should he in Apulia's foreſt appear: : 
In Africa's deſert there never was ſeen 
A monſter ſo hated by gods, and by men. 


Come, place me, ye 1 des the line, 
Where grows not a tree, not a plant, but the vine: 
(ol er hot burning ſands PII ſwelter and ſweat, - 
Barefooted, with nothing to keep off the heat : 


— atk 


Or—place me whereſunſhine is n&er to be found, 
Where the earth is winter eternally bound; 
Ev'n there I would nought but my bottle require, 


My bottle n warm me, and fill me wy fire. 


My tutor may job me, 0 lay me oem 1 


f Who mind them but wild philſophical fools! 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 
"Tis time enough then to fit down and think. 


'Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, 
For he thought. Ariſtotle an aſs for his pain; 
His ſorrow he us'd in full bumpers to drown, | | 
And when he was drunk, then the world was his own. 


This world is a tavern, with liquor well ſtor? d, 
And into it I came to be drunk as a lord; | 
My life is the reck'niog which freely I pay, 
And when I'm dead drunk, then I'll ſtagger away. 
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SONG 49. 


SyrinG renewing. all things gay, 
Nature's dictates all obey; 
In each creature we may ſee 
The effect of love's degree: 

This their ſtate, 

Such their fate; 
Do not, Molly, be too late. 


Look around, and ſee them play, 
All are wanton while they may ; 
Why ſhould precious time be loſt, 
After Summer comes a froſt: 
All purſue 
Nature's due; 
Let us, Molly, do fo too. 
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Flowers all around us blowing, 
Herds in ny meadow lowing, 
Birds on ev'ry branch are wooing, 
Turtles all around us cooing : 

Hark ! they coo, 
See! they woo, 
Let us, Molly, do ſo too. 


Mark! how kind yon ende and laſs, 
Vonder ſitting on the graſs, 
See! how earneſtly he ſues, 


While ſhe, bluſhing, can't refuſe: 


o 
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Sec! yon two, 
How they woo; 


Let us, Molly, do ſo too. 
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Mark ! that . above the plain, 
See! it ſeems to threaten rain; 
| Herds and flocks do run together, 
Seeking ſhelter from the weather: 
Fear not you, 
„I'll be true; 
Let us, therefore, do ſo too. 


„% — LID 
«4 


bk Rx err 


— 


— 


err 
—— —e— — — 
* — 


[p< .. . o. -o. -o „ . 4. - . „ꝙ ᷣo „ +4 


SONG 50. 


To pleaſe me the more, and to change the dull 
ſcene, 

My ſwain took me oft to the wort on the green; 3 

And to every fine fight would he tempt me to roam, 

For he fear'd that my heart ſhould grow weary i at 

home. 


To yield to Hy ſhepherd, ſo fond and ſo kiod, 
I left my dear cot? and true pleaſures behind; 
And oft? as. I went, faw 'twas folly to roam, ; 

For falſe all the joys were that _ not at home. 


To flirt and be pi was to me no delight, 1 
I figh'd for no ſwain with my own in my fight; 
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Then how Hr wiſh all ee to roam, 
When love and contentment were always at home. 


Like the bird in the . who's been kep there 
ſo long, 
I'm bleſt, as I can be, and ſing my ol foog ; ; | 
I aſk not again in the woodlands to roam, 
Nor chooſe: to be free, nor to fly from my home. 


Ye nymphs and ye ſhepherds, i ball and gay, 
Who in roving, now flutter your moments away; 
Believe it, my aim ſhall be never to roam, 


But to live all my days, and be happy at home. | 


N 
| 
| 
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| Ar: why muſt words my flame reveal! 
What need my Damon bid me tell | 
What all my actions prove! 
A bluſh, whene' er I meet his eye, . 
Whene'er I hear his name, a ſigh, " 
n my b love. | If 


In all thee ſports * the plain, 
My eyes, ſlill fix d on him, remain, | 
| And him alone approve; | | = 
The reft, unheeded, dance or play, 
From all he fteals my praiſe away; 
And can le doubt my love! 


8 


Whene'er we meet, my looks confeſs. 
The joys which all my ſoul poſſeſs, 
And ev'ry care remove; 
Still, ſtill too ſhort appears his ſtay, | 
| The moments fly too ſwift away; 
Foo faſt for my fond love. 


Does any ſpeak in nals praile? 2 
80 pleas'd am I with all he ſays, 
E ev'ry word approve; 
But is he blam'd, altho” in jeſt, 
} I feel reſentment fire my breaſt, | 
| Alas! becauſe I love. Sao 


But, O! what tortures tear my heart, 
When I ſuſpe& his looks impart 
The leaſt defire to. rove : 
I hate the maid who gives me pain, 
Yet him to hate I ſtrive in vain; 
For, ah! that hate is love. 


Then aſk not words, but read mine eyes, 
Believe my bluſhes, truſt my fighs 
My paſſion theſe will prove-: 
Words oft deceive, and ſpring from art; 
But the true language of my heart 
| To Damon, muſt be love. 
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By Loan LyTruzTon to his 1 


To him that in an 3 muſt as. | 1 
Not ſwiſter ſeems that hour to fly, N 
Than ſlow the minutes ſeem to me, = 

Which keep me from the fight of thee. 1 '£ 


1 
þ 
[ 
i 
. 
| 


No more that trembling wretch wou v'd give 
Another day or year to live, 
Than I to ſhorten what remains 
Of that long hour which thee detains. 


Oh ! come to my impatient arms, 
O! come with all thy heav'nly charms, 
At once to juſtify and pay 

. The pain I feel from this delay. 
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$ONG 53. 
Down AMANG THE Broom. 


 Baaw, braw lads of Galla-Water, 1 
O braw lads of Galla- Water; i 
T'll kilt my coats aboon my knee _: 
And follow my love through the water. t 


Sac fair her hair, ſae brent her brow, 
Sae bonny blue her een, my dearie ; 


Sae white her teeth, fae ſweet her * 
The mair I kiſs, ſhe's ay my dearie. 


O'er yon bank, and o'er yon brae, 
O'er yon moſs amang the heather, 

I'll kilt my coats aboon my knee, 
And follow my love thro? the water. 


"uf 


Down amang the "aired the broom,. 
Down amang the broom, my: dearie, 

The laſſie loft a filken ſnood, * 
That coſt her er a blert and a blen. 


. r 


SONG 54. 


To the Tune of the boregoing · 


No repoſe can I diſcover, 

Nor find joy without my lover; 
Can I ſtay when ſhe's not near me; 
Cruel Fates once geign to hear me. 


- 


The e of grandeur don't decoy me, 
Fair Eliza muſt enjoy me; 
My crown and ſceptre I enge. 
The ſhepherd's life ſhall ſtill be mine. 
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Ox thy banks, gentle Le when I breath'd 
the ſoft flute, 7 

To my Chloe's ſweet accents attention fat mute 3 

To her voice with what ee I fwell'd the flow 
ſtrain, | 1 doa6 

Or return'd dying we wake in echoes again: : 

Little Cupid. beat time, and the graces around 

Tavght with even diviſions to vary the ſound. 


59 4 


From my Chloe remov'd when I bid it 2 


And warble ſmooth numbers to ſooth love- fick pain; 
How much alter'd it ſeems as the riſing notes low, 


And the ſoft- falling ſtrains how inſipidly flow ; 
I will play then no more, for it's her voice alone 
Muſt enrapture my ſoul to enliven its tone. 


_ — 


$ONG 36. 


Tü Maid THAT'S MADE eg Love 4. 


- O | WouLp' $T thou know what ſacred charms | 


This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms ; 


What kind of nymph. the heav'ns deeree, _ 


The maid that's made for love and me. 
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Who pants to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear; 
From each ungentle paſſion free 


| Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Who joys e. er ſhe Ine me glad, 


Who ſorrows when ſhe ſees me ſad ; 
For peace and me can pomp reſign, 
: Such the heart that's made for mine. 


| Whoſe ſoul with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 


Who feels the bleſſing ſhe beſtows ; 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 


Such be mige, if ſuch there de. 


Whole genuine thoughts, devoid be art, 
Are all the natives of her heart ; 


A gentle train from falſehood 1 


Such the maid that's made for me. 


' Avaunt ! ye light coquets ! | ! retire 


| Whom glitt'ring fops around admire ; 


Unmov'd.your tinſel charms I ſee ; 
More genuine beauties are made for me. 

Should Love, fantaſtic as he is, 
Raiſe up ſome rival to my blifs ; 


And ſhould ſhe change, — but, can that be ? 


No other maid. is made for me. 
_g | 0 


1 
| 
| 
[ 
. 
| 
| 


ul ? as CE 


The BRITISH SONGSTER. 6 


th. 


.... 


| 8 0 N ''Þ 57. 1 
73. Jovial Huntſmen. 


$6 to the field, ſee the morning Jooks 
| greys, 
| And, ſweetly bedappled, forbodes a fine day: 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
i And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 
Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the * 
And join with the jovial crew ; il 
While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, i 
| The health giving chace to purſue. | 


How MER the ſight , when Aurora firſt 3 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns, 
To welcome the ſun, now returning: from reſt, 
Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt, 
Then hark, &Cc. | 


$ „ ; 
| But oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
| To flart, juſt as Phoebus peeps over the hills, 
While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds, 
The ſhouts of the hunters, and cry: of the hounds, || 
Then hart, &c. | | | | 


B 1 a the brave hunters with courage hots, | 

| Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate | 
Borne by their bold eourſers, no dangers they fear, | 1 
And give to the winds all vexation * care. 
Then bart, c. „ i 


— 


70 Sr CECIL IA. Or, 


lo. 


2 —— 2 * 


Te cities, for the chace, quit the joys of the town, 

And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in towẽõn; 

Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth ; | 

Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. - 
Then hark, Kc. | 


| 
| | No ps har — Do=@==0% 0 — 
n ; 8 0 N G Is. 
The Huntſman s Call. Es To. 
| De O you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of 
| the horn, 
& And yet the ſweet pleaſure deckoe; ; 


For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and ere it is morn, 
With me the ſweet oy. join. 


Thro? thi wood and the —_— the traitor we'll 
rally, 
Nor quit him, till panting * 3 
While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges ſhall ay, 
An chace the ſwift hare till the dies. 
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| Then ſaddle your ſtead to the meadows and Ts, 
Both willing and joyous repair; | 
No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields, 
Then N the fox « or the hare. 


- 
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For fuck comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman 
attend, 424 
No pre like hunting i is ants; * 
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I till tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 
And, my boys, think my age not a moment too 
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For when it is A as briſk —_—_ 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 


.- . 4 pode do pope dod> bod pop pode pont-tocre — 5 


- 


—_— 
T Ho! n my dreſs and my manners are re ſimple and 
plain, 


A raſcal I hate, and a 1 e 1 diſdain; j 


My dealings are juſt, and my eee is clear, 
And I'm richer than thoſe wn have thouſands 


a- year. 


Tho- bent down with age, and for ſporting u un- 


couth, | 
I feel no remorſe for the follies of youth ; 


long. 


. 


Let the courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin and 


rimace, 
Creep under, dance over, for title or place; ; 


Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 
That of honeſt I prize, and that title's my own. 
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N Coux, my faireſt, learn of me, 

Learn to give and take the bliſs ; 

Come, my love, here's none but.we, 
PI inſtruct thee how to kiſs : 

Why turn from me that dear face ? 
Why that bluſh and down caft eye ? 


Come, come, meet my fond embrace, 
And tbe mutual rapture try. 


Throw thy lovely twining arms 
Round my neck, or round my waiſt ; 

And, while J devour thy charms, 
Let me cloſely be embrac'd : 

Then, what ſoft ideas riſe, Re on > 
And your gay defires grow ſtrong ; ; | 

| Let them ſparkle in thine eyes, 

Let them murmur from thy tongue. 


To my breaft with rapture cling, 
Look with tranſport on thy face ; 
Kiſs me, preſs me, ev'ry thing, 
To endear the fond embrace. 
Ev'ry tender name of love, | 
In ſoft whiſpers let me hear ; 
And let ſpeaking nature prove 
Every extacy fincere. 


wenne 
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Sweet ANNIE FRAE THE Sza-Brecn. 
| SWEET Annie frae the ſea-beech came, 


Where Jocky ſpeed the veſſel's ſide; 


Ah! wha can keep their heart at hame, 


When Jocky's toſt aboon the tyde. 
Far aff to diſtant realms be gangs, 

Let I'll be true as he has been; 
And when ilk' laſs about him thrangs, 

He'll think on me his faithfu' ain. 


I met our e laird 8 | 
Wi' gou'd in hand he tempted me; 
He prais'd my brow, my rolling een, 
And made a brag o' what he'd gie. 


„ What tho? my Jocky's far awa', 


Toft up and down. the awſome main, 
Pl keep my heart anither day, 
Since Jocky may return again. 


Nae mair, falſe Jamie! ſing nae mair, 


And fairly caſt your pipe away; 
My Jocky wad be troubl'd fair, 

To ſee his friend his love betray : 
For a' your ſangs and verſe are vain, 
While Jocky's notes do faithfu' flow; 
My heart to him ſhall true remain, 

I'll keep it for my conſtant jo. 
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Blaw ſaft, ye gales! round Jocky's head, 
And gar your waves be ca'm and ſtill; 
His hameward fail with breezes ſpeed, 
And dinna a' my pleaſure ſpill, 
What tho' my Jocky's far away, 
Pet he will braw in filler ſhine ; 
I'll keep my heart anither day, 
Since Jocky may again be mine. 


S - 44 H. e- hos % - * eta a> 
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6 Swekr AxxiE,“ tranſlated from the Scots. 


ME 
£2 
5 er Annie. ſlowly left the ſhore, 
Where Damon climb'd the veſſel's fide z - — 
Alas ! my heart knows home no more, 
Since Damon's toſs'd along the tide : 
Yet ſhall my heart {till faithful prove, 
For faithful ever is my ſwain; | 
Abſent he thinks on Annie's love, 
And foreign beauties charm in vain. 


His gold let wealthy Strephon ſhow, 

And the ſoomth arts of fiatt'ry try ; 

And praiſe the poliſh of my brow, 
Likewiſe the luſtre of mine eye. 

What tho” to diſtant regions born, 

My lover rides the awful deep, 
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I'll wait and hope for his return, 


And all my heart for Damon keep. 


No more, falſe Corydon; no more 
For Annie frame the luring lay; 

Your Damon would be troubled ſore, 
Did you his confidence betray. 


Your luring lays are all in vain, 


Your falſe defigns difgrace your art; 
But melting ſweet is Damon's ſtrain, 
His ſtrain beſpeaks the faithful heart. 


0! ſmile, ye flies! around my love; 
Gently, ye proſp'rous breezes ! blow; - 


Far off, ye ſavage ſtorms! remove, 


Nor cloud my future days with woe. 
Full long, alas! will be his tay, | 
But let me not at Fate repine ; 
I keep my heart, and wait the day, 
When Damon ſhall again be mine. 
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Warren the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be feen, 

| - And the meadows their beauty have loft j | 
| When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 14 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt; 


* 


While the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhiv'ring with cold, 
As bleak the winds northernly blow; 

When the innocent flocks run for eaſe to the fold, 

With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow : 


In the yard while the cattle are fodder'd with ſtraw, | 
| And ſend forth their breath like a ſtream ; | 
And theneat-looking dairy maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw, 
 Fleaks of ice that ſhe finds in her cream : 
When the ſweet country maiden as freſh as the roſe, | 
As ſhe careleſsly trips often ſhdes, _ 11 
And the ruſtics loud laugh, if by falling ſhe ſhows 
All the charms that her modeſty hides. 


When the birds to the barn · door hover for food, 
As with filence they reſt on the ſpray; _ 
And the poor tired hare-in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Left her footſteps her eourſe ſhould betray. 
When the lads and the Jaſſes, in company Jan's; 

In a croud round the embers are met, 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the ated, 
| And of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweet: 


2 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 

With the nymph whom I love and admire, 

Whilſt the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 

| 1 may thither Ja ſafety retire. 

| Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from forprile, 
We may live, and no hardſhips endare, + | 

Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 

But ſuch as each other may cure. 
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. a genlte gen *rous TRE 
Source of all ſublime delights ; 
Which, with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unites. 


What are titles, pomp, and riches, 
| When compar'd with true content? 
| That falſe joy which now bewitches, | 3 
| When obtain'd, we 1 repent. 9 * 8 


9 © 


Lawleſs paſſion eie; vexation: 
But a chaſte and virtuous love, 
Is a glorious emulation 


Of the bliſsful Rate N 
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1. szengr Kiss. | 


A T the filent ev? vaing ms 
Two fond lovers in a bow'r, 

Sought their mutual: bliſ m 
Tho' her heart was juſt relenting, 
Tho! her eyes ſeem'd juſt conſenting, | 

5 yet ſhe ewr'd to kiſs, 


2 
| Kifs, kiſs—or what you will. 


. „ Le Dn Do- Dn . e Sp 


Since this ſecret ſhade he cry'd, 
Still thoſe roſy bluſhes hide, 

Why, why will you refit? 

When no tell-tale ſpy is near us, 


Eye to ſee, or ear tochear us, 
Who, who would not be kiſs'd? 


Celia hearing what he ſaid, 
Bluſhing, lifted up her head, 
Her breaſt ſoft wiſhes fiill : 
Since, ſhe 7 no ſpy i is near us, 
e, or ear to hear us, 


8 ON G | 70. 


The Bonxzow'p Kiss. | 


Str I Wei ſee 1 faint ! | | 

I muſt borrow, beg, or ſteal; b 
When you ſee a ſoul in want, 

And no kind compaſſion feel ? 
Give, or lend, or let me take, 

One ſweet kiſs ; I aſk no more: 
One ſweet kiſs, for pity's ſake t 
PII repay. it with a ſcore. 
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Chloe heard, and with a ſmile, 11111 
| Kind, compaſſionate, and ſweetz "© l 
| | Colin, 'tis a ſin to ſteal, L9H | 
| And for me to give's not meet: 
But I'll lend a kiſs or twain, 25 | | 
Io poor Colin in diſtrefs ; | 
Not but I'll be paid again, 
| Colin, I mean nothing leſs. 
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The RaeTvurE. 


pa, *® 


WIILST on thy dear boſom lying, 
Celia, who can ſpeak thy bliſs ; | 
When the rapture I'm enjoying, 
When thy balmy lips I kiſs! | | 
Ev'ry look with love inſpires me, 77; =, 
Ev'ry touch my boſom warms | 
Ev'ry melting murmur fires me, 
Ev'ry joy is in thy arms. 


= 0 —__— 


Thoſe dear eyes how ſoft they languiſh, 
Feel my heart with tranſport beat; 
Pleaſure turns almoſt to anguiſh, 
When the tranſport is ſo ſweet : | 
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84 sr CECILIA; o. 


Think has fo diviaely on me, 
| Celia, I die with bliſs; 
| Yet, yet turn theſe eyes upon me! 
| Who'd not die a death like this ? 
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Te Sror Ex Kiss. 
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On. ofy bank echt, 
heauteous Chloe lay Wies; 
S O'er her breaſt each am'rous wind . 
Wanton play'd its ſweets diſcloliing: © 
Tempted with the ſmiling charms, 
Colin, happy ſwain drew digh her, 
Softly ſtole into her arms, 


Laid his ſcrip and ſeep hook by ber. 


| Ofer her downy panting breaſt, | 

His delighted fingers roving ; _ 

To her lips his lips he preſt, 
In the extacy of loving: 

Chloe waken'd with his kiſs, 

Pleas'd, yet frowned to conceal it; 
Cry'd, True lovers ſhare the bliſs, 

Why then, Colin, wou'd you ſteal it! 
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The Imacinary K 18s. 


WiN Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe trip'd o'er the 
green, | 
Fair, blooming, loft, artleſs, and kind; 
Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe her mein, 
And warmneſs, with modeſty join'd: 
Tranſported with ſudden amazement, ſtood 
Faſt rivetted down to the place 
Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion, I view'd, 
And wander'd o'er every grace. 


Ye gods! what luxuriance of beauty! I cry, + 
What raptures muſt dwell in her arms! 7 

On her lips I could feaſt, on her breaſt I could die, | 
O Fanny ! how ſweet are thy charms ! 
Whilſt thus in idea my paſſion I fed, 

| Soft tranſports my ſenſes invade ; | 
Young Damon ſtep'd up, with the — he 

fled, 

And left me to kiſs but the made. 


2 . Smet Lg rn On pens Font it 
SONG 74. 
The FeasT. 


| Porrxy, when your lips you join, 
Lovely pouting lips to mine; 


86 


SrCECILIA; Or, - 


To n flow'ry field, 
Such a banquet does not yield. 


Not the dewy morning roſe LE 
So much ſweetneſs does diſcloſe ; 
Not the gods ſuch nectar tip 
As Colin, from thy balmy lip. 


Rifs me, then, with rapture kiſs ; 
We'll furpaſs the gods in bliſs; 


We'll ſurpaſs the gods in bliſs ; 
Well ſurpaſs, &c. 
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S O N 77 
The Merino Kiss. 


Er me fly into thy : arms, 


Let me taſte again thy charms; ; 


i 1 2 ö—õ— éñ - a r 
_ a — "+ 54% — 2 . * r . 
- - — — — . 
— & —˙¹ ES TOPLer s > nay 
n . 
- 
. 
4 


'Kiſs me, preſs me, to thy breaſt, 
 Inraptarcs not to, be expreſt, 


Let me claſp thy lovely waiſt, 
Throw thy arms around my neck, 
Thus embracing, and embrac'd, - 
Nothing ſhall our raptures check. 
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| Hearts with mutual pleaſure glowing, 

| Eyes with fears of gladneſs flowing; 

| Eyes and lips, and hearts, ſhall ſhow, 

| Th' exceſs of joy that meeting lovers know: 
| | The exceſs of joy, &c. 
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The REcoNnciLiNG K1ss, 


3 Wav that ſadneſs on thy brow ? 
Why that ſtarting chryſtal tear ? 
Deareſt Polly let me know, 

F For thy grief I cannot bear. 

| Polly with a figh reply'd, | 
| 
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What needs I the cauſe impart; 
Did not you this moment chide ? 
And you know it breaks my heart. 


Colin, melting as ſhe ſpoke, 
| Caught the fair one in bis arms; 
| O, my dear! thy tender look 


| Every paſſion quite diſarms. 
By this dear relenting kiſs, -_ 
I'd no anger in my thought; 
Come, my love, by this, and this, 
Let our quarrels be forgot. 


81 CECILI A; Or, 
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As . ſudden ſtormy rain 
_ Ev'ry drooping flow'ret ſpoils 3 ; 
When the ſun ſhines out again, 
All the face of Nature ſmiles, 
| Polly ſo reviv'd and cheer'd, 
By her Colin's kind embrace, 
Her declining head up rear'd, 
Sweetly ſmiling in his face. 
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Wirn⸗ an honeſt old friend, and a merry old 72 
And a flaſk of old port, let me fit the night long ; 
And laugh at the malice of thoſe who repie, 

That tbey muſt ſwig porter, whilſt I can drink wine. 


I envy no mortal, tho? ever ſo great, 
Nor fcorn I a wretch for his lowly eſtate ; 
But what I abhor and efteem as a curſe, 
Is poorneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs in purſe, 
Then dare to be gen'rous, dauntleſs and gay, 
| Let's merrily pais life's remainder away; 
'H  VUpbeld by our friends, we cur foes may deſpiſe, 
} For the more we are envy'd, the higher we riſe. 
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: Wart fairies dance round on the graſs, 2 
And revel to night's awful noon: FP 

O ſay, will you meet me, ſweet laſs, 
All by the pale light of the moon? 

My paſſion I ſeek not to ſcreen, 

Thea can I refuſe you your boon ? 

I'll meet you at twelve on the green, 


All by the pale light of the moon. 


—_— 


The nightingale perch'd on a thorn, | 
IT ben charms all the plains with her tune, 
"And glad of the abſence of morn, 
Salutes the bright light of the moon. 
How ſweet is the jeſſamin grove! 
And ſweet are the roſes of une, 
But fweeter the language of love, 
Breath'd forth by the light of the moon, 


Too flow rolls the chariot of day, 
Uawilling to grant me my boon : 

Away, envious ſunſhine, away! 

| Give place to the light of the moon. 

But ſay, will you never deceive, 

The laſs whom you conquer 'd ſo ſoon; 

And leave a ſoft maiden to grieve, 


Alone by the light of the moon ? 
The planets ſhall ftart from their ſpheres ; 


Ere I prove ſo fickle a loon: 
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Brlieve me, I'll baniſh thy fears, 

Dear maid, by the light of the moon, 
Orr loves when. the ſhepherds ſhall view, 
To us. they their pipes ſhall tune: 

While we our foft pleafures renew 


Each night by the light of the moon. 
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| SINCE artifts, who ſue for the trophies. of fame, 
Their wit and-their taſte and their genius proclaim. && 
Attend, to my. ſong, and: you'll certainly find, 
A ſecret diſclos'd for the good of, mankind ;. 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurels my due, 
Pve found out a. en to keep a wife true. 


Should the amorous goddels preßde o'er your 
dame, 
With the ardours cf-youth, all her eee eee | 
Should her beauty lead captive each ſofter defire, 
= And languiſhing lovers ſtill figh and admire ;_ 
Yet featlefs you'll truſt her tho thouſands may ſue, 
When 1 tell ya wy padlock to keep a wife true. 


Though the wuſband may. thipl that-he willy 


ref rains, 


ll With his. bars and; his bolts, bis confcements ak 


4 chains ; * 
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How fatally weak muſt mr artifice prove : 
Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love * 


Thro? jealouſy hence bid ſuſpicion adieu, 
Reſtramt's not the n to keep a wife true. 


Should her fancy clit to the park or the play, 
All complying and kind you ſhould give her her 
r 
while her taſte and her judgment) you fondly approve, 
'Tis reaſon ſecures you the treaſure of love; 
And: believe me no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 


For the fair one 1s ſafe if you padlock her mind. 


Tho her virtues with foibles may frequently blend, 
Let the huſband. be loſt in the lover and friend; 


Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 


Tis the charm of indulgence that binds the fair 
ſex; 3 | 

They ne'er can prove falſe while this maxim's in 
vie w, 


Good humour s the N that RE a wife true. 
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* M Y goddeſs, Lydia, heavenly fair, 
As lily ſweet, as ſoft as air, | 
Let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms: 
And to my love give freih alarms. 
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ST CECILI A; Or, 


O! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 
Though ſaered light'ning from him flies; 
Shew me that ſoft, that modeſt grace, Pg 
Which paints with charming red thy face. 


. 
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| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
. Give me ambroſia in a. kiſs, 
1 That I may rival Jove in bliſs ;- 
| That I may mix my ſoul with thine, 
| And make the pleaſure all divine. 
| 
| 
j 


O! hide thy boſom's killing white, 
| (The milky way is not fo bright) 
Leſt you my raviſh'd ſoul oppreſs 
With beauty's pomp and ſweet excels. 
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A Why draw'ft thou, from the purple flood. 
J Oft my kind heart, the vital blood? 
Fhou art all over endleſs charms; 
Ol! take me dying to thy arms. 


& O NG 81. 
Sung in Love IN A Viilace. 


. in hopes to get the better 
3 Of my ſtubhorn flame I try; 
| Swear this moment to forget * 
And the next my oath deny. 
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Now 3 with Gn to treat her, 


1 Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
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Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 


SONG 2 


Nature” : Hoy. Wi 


| TE ſun in virgin luſtre fam 
May morning put its beauties on, 
The warblers ſung in livelier ſtrains, : 
And ſweeter flow'rets deck'd the plains; 
When Love, that foft intruding gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the nymph, Away, 
For this is Nature's Holy-day. 


The Ne impulfe wing'd his haſte, 
The painted mead he inſtant paſs'd, 
And ſoon the happy eot he gain d: 
Where beauty ſlept and ſilence reign'd. ; 
Awake, my fair, the en cries, _ 
To new-born pleaſure ope? thine eyes 1 
Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May, 
For this is Nature's Holy Day. 
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Oscar's Gnosr.— Tune, Ros ix CASTLE, 


0 ! SEE that form that faintly gleams, 

It's Oſcar come to chear my dreams, 

On wings of wind he flies away; 

| O! ſtay, my lovely Ofcar, ſtay. 

| | *Wake Oflian, laſt of Fingal's line; 

=— And mix "thy tears and fighs with mine: 
Awake the harp to doleful Jays, | 

And ſooth my ſoul with Oſcar's | praiſe. 
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Gallant S AII OR. 


SGaLLLArr ſailor, oft you told me 
That ybu'ld never leave your love; 
To your vows I now muſt hold 7 

Now's the time your love to prove. 


Is not Britain's flag degraded ? 
Have not Frenchmen brav'd our feet! ? 
Can a failor live upbraided, 
When the French have dar'd to me et . 


Hear me, gallant ſailor, hear me, | 
While your country has a foe, „ ; 
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He is mine too ; be not near me, | 
I may weep, but you muſt go. 4 


Tho? this flow'ry ſeaſon woes you 

To the peaceful ſports of May, 
And love fighs ſo long to loſe you, 

Love to glory mult give way. 


Britain's ſons can never fail her, 
While her daughters prove ſo true; 
- Your ſoit courage fires each ſailor, 
We love honour loving your | 


War and danger now invite us, 


b 


2 


Blow, ye winds! auſpicious blow; 
Ev'ry gale ſhall moſt delight us 
That ſhall waft us to our foe. 
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DarmoxN AND FLORELLA4s + 


Damon. 


Cusn. my hes, thine eyes around, 
See the ſportive lambkins play; 
"Ran gayly decks tire ground, 
All in honour of the May ; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to. the voice of Love. 
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Florella.. 


— 


| 

| Damon, thou haſt found me long 
| _ Lift'ning to thy ſoothing tale; 
| And thy ſoft perſuaſive ſong 

| - Often held me in the dale: 

| Take, O Damon! while I lire, 
© 

| 


_l that virtue ought to give. 


Damon. 


Not the verdure of the grove, 
Nor the gardens? faireſt flow'rs, 
| Nor the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hours, 
+ Can delight thy Damon's eye 
If Florella is not bye. 


Florella. 
Not the water's gentle fall 
By the bank, with poplars crown 4, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear 
If her Damon is not near. 


Both. | 


Let vs love, and let us live, 
Like the chearful ſeaſon gay 5 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
| Tribute to the fragrant May; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove 
Liſten to the voice of love. 
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: How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 


Who roams o'er the watery main! 


No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 


But chearfully ſpends all his gain. 


We're ftrangers to party and faction, 


To honour and honeſty true, 
And would not commit a baſe action, 
For power or profit in view. 


T hen. why ſhould we quarrel for riches, : 


F Or ahy ſuch glittering toys ? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 
Goes thorough the world, brave boys. 


The 3 is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 

The toiler with plentyjrewarging ; 
Which plenty to0;6ften breeds ſtrife. 


When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 


And moantainous billows affright, 


No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 


But. feilful induſtry ſteers right. 


| tf courtier's more object to dangers, 
AN Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 


Then 1 &e, 
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The various bleflings of nature, 
Ia various nations we try, 

No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 


— ol Poul, &c. 
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: VX nymphs, 'tis true to Colin's ſtrain, 
I've often liſten'd in the grove, 
And can you blame me that, a ſwain 
Like Colin ſhould engage my love? 


Alas, could I may heart ſecure, 
Unleſs to worth and merit blind, 
Ah, ſay, cou'd you yourſelves endure 


To ſlight a ſwain fo true and kind? 


When truth conveys the tender tale, 
And honour breathes the ſhepherds gh, 
Love o'er diſcretion will prevail, 
To nun its power in vain we . 
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7 ELL me, tell me, charmiag creature, 
Will you never eaſe my pain? 2 


Muſt I die for ev'ry feature? 
Muft I always love in vain ? 
The deſire of admiration, 
Is the pleaſure you purſue ; 
Prithee, try a laſting paſſion, 
Buch a love as mine for you. 


— madre. como __ FF aw eo IO Ss, RY 
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Tears and ſighing could not move y ou, 
For a lover ought to dare: 


| When 1 plainly told Ilov'd you, Mi 
| Ten you ſaid I went too far. : 
Are ſuch giddy ways beſeemiog ? | 

e 


Will my dear be fickle ſtill? 
ff Conqueſt is the joy of women, : 
| © Let their ſlaves be what they will. 


| Your negle& with torments fill me, 
[And my deſp'rate thoughts increaſe 
| Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
| You will have a lover leſs. 
| Tf your wand'ring heart is beating, 
| For new lovers, let it be ? | 
| But when you have done coquettiag, 
| Name aday, and fix on me. 
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And ſhou'd you my faith deceive, 
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SONG 12. 


3 ſpring pens dawning invites ev'ry flow! r | 


To bloſom again on the mead or the bow?r, 

T hough ſports on each plain the young. ſhepherds 
prepare, 

To me they're unpleaſing if Jo cky s not then! 


 Fhough ſports. &c. 5 1 


Let winter its horrors ſpread wide: o'er the forme; 

And ane but its gloom on each object be ſeen, 

To me &en a deſert ſeems lovely and fair, 

If fortune decrees that my Jocky is there. 
Though Hats. &c 
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SONG go. 
Sung in Love IN A VILLAGE. | 


Young I am, and ſore afraid : 


Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maid? 
Lead an innocent aftray !” 


Tempt me not, kind'Sir, F pray. 
Men too often we believe; 


Ruin firſt, ang: then forſake, 
Sure my tender heard wou'd break. 


* 
— on. 
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Tug PerFECTIONS OF TRUE Loves 
Tune, Alloa- Houſe, 


T'nene liv'd, long ago, in a country place, 
A clever young lad who lov'd a young laſs; 
She lov'd him again, and, oh! wonder to hear, 
No offers could move her, ſhe lov'd him fo dear: 
The lord of the manor took it in his head, 

To tempt her to leave him, and come to his bed; 

He offer'd her jewels, and baubles, and rings; 
But ſhe flighted his offers, retus'd his gay things. 
$2 7 | 


$ He told her, he'd make her as fine as a queen, 
Her gown ſhould be ſilk, and her cap colberteen ; 

But ſhe ſaid, Linſey- woolſy and bone- laced * 

ſerve, 

And rather than pleaſe bim hes venture to ftarve: 

He told her, he'd give her a pad to ride out, 

Or a coach, if ſhe lik'd it, to travel about; 

She thank'd him, but faid, ſhe could very well walk, 
And ſhou'd ſhe have a coach, how the neighbours 
wou'd 1 „ 
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W= faid, For theneighbours, he'd make it his care, - 
| That not even the perten on Sundays ſhould dare 
| To cenſure her conduct or offer to blame 

Her manner of Jiving, or blaſt her good name. 
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And the ſcorn'd to be falfe for the lucre of gain. 


| Np Dunne -o o- - 4 - 4 


I need not tell over and over, 


ST CECILI A; Or, 


2 


She told him, In ſhort, he muſt e' en be content, 
For jewels or gold ſnou'd ne' er bribe her conſent; 
Her heart was another's, and ſo ſhou'd remain, 


SONG gz 
D EAR. Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes,. 


Since how can I ſpeak without pain; 
My eyes have oft told you my wiſhes, 
Oh! can't you their meaning explains 
My paſſion would loſe by expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't yu expect. a confeſſion. 
Of what is too tender to name. 


Since yours is the province of ſpeaking. 
Why ſhould yon expect it from me ? 

Our wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhould: be: 

Then quickly why. don't you diſcover, 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine? 


What I in my boſom confine. 
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| Dzar "FIT when ladies are willing, 
A man muſt needs look like a ſool;. + 

For me, I would not give a ſhilling, 

For one that can love out of rule; 

At leaſt'you' ſhould wait for our offers, 
Nor ſnatch like old maids in- deſpair; 

If you've liv'd to theſe years without proffers,. 
Your ſighs are now loſt in the air. 


You ſhould at us- to gb at your meaniag, 


And not ſpeak the matter too plain; 
Tis ours to be forward and puſning- 
And yours to affect a diſdain :- 
That you're in a terrible taking, 
By all your fond oglings I fee: 
The fruit that will fali without ſhaking, 
Indeed; is too mellow for” tee 3 OR 
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Tae WavDrarn, by Mr RARE. 


Tune, The maid that's made for love and me: 


O Gratis ſhepherds, faw ye paſs, 
As trippivg o'er the flow'ry graſs, 
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F: As nimble as the winds that blow. 


Whoſe looks are ſweet, and gay her mein, 
Al] graceful as the Cyprian queen, | 
Black as the floes her ſparkling eyes, 

Where little Cupid 3 lyes. 


/ 
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Whoſe ſprightly wit's beyond compare 
Her graceful turns of. thought declare; 
Whoſe face and breaſt ſtill more combine, 
To tell mankind that ſhe's divine. 
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F A beauteous maid as fair as "RY | | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


The t'other morn the rogue ſurptis'd 
My. heart, of danger unadvis'd 3 
Now, conſcious of my fate, the roves 
In queſt of other ſportive loves. 


In vain, ye ſwains, ſhall I perſue 
The fair, if uninform'd by you; 
Then ye, whoſe breaſts compaſſion move, 
O! tell me where to find my love. 


| And ye, bright Nymphe, too, lend your aid 
To puniſh an unconſtant maid, ; 


Ah ! ſeize the little wand'ring toy, 
The ſource of envy, ſource of joy. 
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MAN let your 1 languiſh, 5 


If you'd, have them conſtant prove; F 
Doubts, and fears, and ſighs, and anguiſh, | 
Are the chains that faſten love. ; 


Jocky woo'd, and I conſented; ' 
Soon as e'er J heard his tale; 
He, with eonqueſt quite contented, pet 1.6 
Boaſting, rov'd around the vale; ” 1 a 14K 
Maiden, let Jour loeri, Kc. e 


Now he daats on ſcornful Molly, ne e, 21-0 1, Ol 
Who reje&s him with diſdain; E650 


Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 
Never pleas'd without ſome ene 


ib. os. 4 
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Maidens, let your lovers, & c. 
3 12 „- . ; b | 
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un, Beru Lovers. 


GED 
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une. —The Spioning Wheel: 


On frown· no more on me, my dear, 
Nor let your looks be ſo ſevere; 
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But one kind glance on me beſtow, 


Or ſend me to the ſhades below. 
By heaven! my heart is all your own; 


O! flight me not, nor let me moan; 


But turn once more, my dear, be kind, 


And let me your affections bind. 


Ye Gods! how happy now am T, 
That have ſuch ſweetneſs in my eye? 


At laſt, with ſmiles you've met my fears, 


| And now at length my ſpirit chears. 
| No mo rtal ſure was eber ſo bleſs'd, 


O! let me now my dear careſs; 
Thoſe chatming e eyes doth me delight, 
And. breaſts, no driven ſnow ſo white. 


Nature in you hath Javiſh 5 
To exceed all I e'er have ſeen: 
O! let me claſp thy flender waiſt, 


And now, my dear, one kind embrace: 


My trembling hands, my pulſe beats high, 


I'm fore the happy minute's nigh 3 
O! hide thy bluſhes in my breaſt, 
Prepare, my dear, to meet the reſt. 


- mad e Gs ſo chard the matd, 
That ſhe gave ear to all he ſaid: 
He kiſs'd, and preſs'd, and ſhe careſs'd, 


And now, ſhe thought, ſecurely bleſt ; 
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But after all the . toy, 

That human perſon could enjoy, 
Fe left the girl to moan her fate, 
And ſhe repents, when ?tis too late. 
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War's THAT TO YOU. 


Tune. —TFhe Glancing of her Apron. 


; 75 My Jeany and I have toil'd 

4 'The live-lang fimmer-day, 

Till we, amaiſt, were ſpoil'd 
At making of the hay: 

Her curchy was of Holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny brow; 

] whiſper'd ſomething in her ear; 
But what's that to you ? FE | 1 
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Her 8 were of kerſy green, 
As tight as ony filk : 

O ſic a leg was never ſeen, ; 
Her ſkin was white as milk : 

Her hair was black, as ane cou'd wiſh, 

And ſweet, ſweet was her mou”: 

Oh! Jeany daintily can kiſs ; 
But what's that to you. 
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The roſe and lily baith combine, 
To make my Jeany fair, 
There is nae beniſon like mine, 
| 
| I have amaift nae care ;; 
7 Only I fear my Jeany's face, 

| May cauſe mae men to rue, 
And that may gar me ſay, Alas! 
But what's that to 1994 : 


Conceal thy beauties, if chi can 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, 
That I may only be the man 
|| Enjoys theſe looks divine. 
O do not proſtitute, my dear, 
Wonders to common view, - 
And I with faithful heart ſhall ſwear, 
For ever to be true. | 


King Solomon' had wives enew, 
And mony a concubine ; 
But I enjoy a bliſs mair true, | 
His joys were ſhort of mine; 
-And Jeany's happier than they, 
She ſeldom wants her due ; 
All debts of love ts her 1 pay, 
And what's that to you! ! 


. 
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Sar, lovely peace, that grac'd our iſle, 
Why you withdraw th' indulgent ſmile? © 
Is it you Ry the ſons of fame, 
That they the pride of France may tame} * 


For Mars is rouz'd to war's alarms, 
And calls the Britons Ju to arms. * 


Oer en SS upon che main 


Once more in arms ſhine forth again, 


Whoſe ſteady I dares oppoſe 


And ſtem the pow'n r of Gallic foes: 18 


What date but does its | fate actin; 
Where'er. the Britiſh thunders rore? 
All, all muſt in ſubjection bow?  _— 
And to Britana1a' s {ons *tis due: 
For Mars, &c. 


As Rome of old her terrors hurl'd, 
And prov'd the miſtreſs of the world, 
The globe itſelf muſt. ſubje& be 

To Albion 8 e who rule the ſea : 


Arife, ariſe, to war's great call; 
Prepare to meet the audacious Gaul 


For * &. | 


For Mars, &c. 
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And 1 in A for all your wilt 
Return with victory and ſpoils :- 


F Mars, &c. 
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Tune, Ro SLIN-CASTLE. 


Crim! ! ſee the ſeafor "I" 
See what ſplendor decks the green; 
Ev'ry flow'r, in beauty blooming, 
Tends to grace the rural ſcene, 
See! in yonder verdant valley, 
How the lambkins heedleſs ftray ; 
Blythſome now they rove at freedom, 
Friſk and frolick all the day. 


View around the chearful village; 
| See! how ſmiles the jocund 17 3 1 
Happy he! no cares perplex hits, 2 
Gentle Flora ſoothes each pain. 3 
Let us haſte to yonder arbour, 
Where mY faireſt flow'rets ſpring ; 
There, we'll hear the blackbird chanting, ö 
| And the linnet ſweetly ling. | 


MT: l. BRITISH SONGSTER. 


$0NG 100. 


- bp ſetting day p riſing morn, 
- . Wich ſoul that Rill ſhall love thee, 

PII alk of Heay'n thy ſafe return, 

With all that can improve thee: | 

I'll viſit oft the birken buſn, 7 8 
Where firſt. you kindly told me ? 

Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſb, 1 
Wilſt round thou didit enfpld me. 


_ 1 
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To all our haunts thou didft repair, 
By green- wood, ſhaw, or fountain; 
Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſnare 
With you upon yon mountain : 


6 
at 

7 
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| There will I tell the trees and flow! „ 
g Wirh rhoughts unſcign'd and tender- 
N By vows you're mine, my love is yours, ; 
My heart, which cannot wander. 7 
— -<0--0--0- ee Coe 
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He 8 AYE A KISSING Ms. 


I Winxas marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee, 
I winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee ; 
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I winna hae the dominee, for . he canna' be; 
But I will hae my Sandy Jad, my Sandy oer the lee; 
For he's aye à kiſſing, kiſſing, aye a kiſſing wy 
He's aye a- kiſhag,, kiſtog, pe! a-kiffing: me. 
1 


= 


IN 


Nor yet will 1 the r 100 oy a” his wylie 
4 crooks; : | 
I winna hae the ploughman-lad, nor yet _ _ the | 
Aw „ 
But I I will Ay Sandy lad, achse 4 ae penny ther. 
1 For he's aye a- kifirg, &e. 


I winna hae the ſodger Jad, for he gangs to the | 


war, 


led wh 


I winna hae the { failor- lad, da he. ae o, targ 


IJ winna hae the lord nor laird, for ** their meikle 


12 


: gear, TY + Tbs Nr. A 

But I will hae my 5 Sandy lad, 1 my Bandy o er the 
mier. ieee 

5 Fur 50. aye a: tifing, C. 
7 tete. 
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'To eaſe his base, and own. bis fame, 


- Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came ; 
But, tho? ſhe Jik*d him paſſing weel, $i 


She careleſs turn'd her piapiog- wheel. 


J winna hae the miniſter; for a his $6815 looks, | 
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Her milke-white hand een 5 
And prais'd her fingers long and fraall ; 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel; | 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd ber pinning wheel. 


Then 1 about - fender waiſt _ 
He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd 3 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel : 
But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 


With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe, 
He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondneſs ſhe could fourre conceal ; 


Yet ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning. wheel, 


Till bolder grown, fo cloſs he peel, 2 | ny { 


His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd ; 


| Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 


ng 20g") N her ſpinning wheel, 


At laſt, whey he base to lie 1 d, 
He ſwore he meant her for his bride: 
»Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 


And flung away N wheel, 


— ”_ 


a a. A. ac A a — 3 9 4-4 


$6NnG. 103. £5624: 11775 


: — 54 « 
* 4 


. The New SpiaxING: waren. e 


Ox ſammer eve, 23 Nancy fair, | | 8 3 
Sat ſpiaaigg | in the — 8 * 
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While foariay thy! larke ſhook the air, | 
In warbling o'er her head : 
In tender cooes the pigeons wood 
(Love's impulſe all myſt fee 
She ſung, but fil] ber work purſu'd, 
And turn'd her pinving-wheel. 


«© While thos r woke winks rock and reel, 
«« So life By time is ſpun; | 
« And as runs round my ſpinning wheel, 
„The world runs up and down: 
«© Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, T's 
* While I no changes feel, 1 
% But get my bread by fweat of Lion” 
And turn my. ſpinning -wheel. 


. 


As From me let men and women too, | 
© This home- ſpun |] jeſſon learn, | 
«© Not mind what other people do, 
e hut eat the bread they earn: 
If none were fed (were that to be) T, 
«: But what deſery'd a meal. + {Þ 
Some ladies then as well as me, 7 3 
« Mult turn the Dein Ts ” . 
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The esel toall, with breath tone, 
Thus ſung ber watiets Krain, 


When o'er the lawa limp'd gammar Joan, 
And ie tome Nancy's One + 
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Blyth Nancy, with the cer news, POTTED INS 


ey Me deat k of a Hanet give — the en 
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— Nancyhere'th ſpouſe, 


„Away throw rock and reel??? 
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Jenny AND Nanny. | 
Set by Dr. ARNE, and ſodg: at, Marybone! Gardens. | 


WII EN innocent paſtime our pleafure did erown, | 
Upon a green meadow or under a tree, | 
E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely and loving and bonny was ſlie: 
Rouze up in the morning my beautiful Nanny, 

Let no new whim: take thy fancy from me, 
On! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Favour thy Jemmy, favour.thy Jemmy,.. NB 

Favour thy Jemmy who doats upon thee, | 


Can lofing of trifles à heart: -aching he, 
Can lap- das and monkies draw tears from thoſeerp, 

That hok with indiff”rence on poor dying me: 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful wee 

Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me; 
Oh ! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 


Fuing on thy Jemmy, think on thy Jemmy, 
Think on ny Jemmy woo. doats upon thee, 


— * 
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O think my dear charmer on js cl | 
_ FErreſquirrels and beaux and their fopp*ry had pow'r, 


| Rovuze up thy reaſon my beautiful Nanny, 


I'll be bound to fly the nation ; 


Do but feel my heart a beating, 


Here“ s the work 'tis always at, 


When ſhe makes the 1 tinkcs, 


Then her little eyes ſo twinkle, | 5 | 9 


That ſlide away ſoftly between thee and me, 
To rival my love and impoſe upon thee : 


Let thy deſires be all center'd in me, 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any, 
Love thy own Jemmy, love thy own Jemmy, 

Love * own Jemmy who Joats upon eee 
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Sung in Trae Marr or THE Mitt, 


Ooys my life ! ſearch England over, 
If you match her in her ſtation, | 


And be ſure as well I love her.. 


Still her pretty name repeating : 5 


Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat, 


What on earth can ſweeter be! 


Tia a feaſt to hear and ſee. 


OP 
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All 1 a or MORTAL Mas. 


Th; HE wanton god. who, pierces. hearts, 1 -"x7 


* Dips in gall his pointed darts, 


— — —— — — W 


But the nymph diſdaios to pine, 1 en 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 
Roſy wine, roſy wine, | LE 
Who bathes the wound with roſy v wine. 
ap 
* rewel, Tat . they”! re Sort 
If 1 am ſcornꝰd becauſe enjoy'd, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh ſops are free 
To rid me of dull company. _ 
” Sure they're free, ſure they'r re ges 
To rid me of dull company. 


— 
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| g They "FO their charms while mine can. pleaſe, 


T love them much, but more my eaſe ;- CRM 

+ Jealous fears me ne'er moleſt, 5 Fug 
| Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. Wn 
Break my reſt, break my 7- 77 ; 


4 


Nor faithleſs vows, ſhall break my reſt, . 


2 Why ſhould they eyer give me pain, tat 
| Who to give me joy diſdain ? . 
All 1 hope of mortal man, f 
Is to love me while he can. | 
While he can, while he can, 
Is to love me while he can. 


— —— — — n — — — ——— — 


» 
4 
* \ 
>. 04 WIPER BHS 9 mo it BA AGAR WP Tg, EP RT egy WY ar > 54S 
* 


—_— —— 


CR — 


e A TR > 


* 
1 3 
j——ͤ LY * 


—— —ͤ— 


- 


* 
——— — 05 won moos anc fer. wow ccococ caged. apa —— - 


——a—_4 
— ——— —_— 
—— : 


a 


\ . 


by ——— m , 


s CEC1LIA Os! 


1 


— — — 


— 
* 


0 i „ 


4 


Lxr us drink and be merry, dance, joke, "nd 


mw, 
With ret, canary, theorbo, and voice ; ; 


The {vary courtier, that RR of ſtate, 
The mouſe-trap of honour, and May-game of fate 
For all his ambition, his freaks, and his tricks, 
5 He muſt die like a bumpkin, and fall into Styx: 'E 
His plot againſt death's but a ſlender pretence; #$ 
Who'll take his place from him an hundred years p 


- hence? e 


"The beautiful Yaoi! who wh Kn is crown 'd, 
And kills with each glance as ſhe treads. on the 


ground ; 


Her glittering dreſs does caſt ſuch a Crater, 
As if none were fit but the ſtars to attend her; 
Altho' ſhe is pleaſant and ſweet to the ſenſe, 
She'll be d—ble mouldy an. hundred years Wee. 


The right-hearted ſoldier, who" 8 2  franger to 


fear, 


Calls up all his fpirits when Alger is near; fo 


2 
9 { 
- 


The changeable world to our joys are unjuſt, 

And all pleaſure's ended, when we are in duſt, 

In mirth let us ſpend our ſpare hours and our pence, 
For we ſhall be 187510 it an L rare Years bence. 
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He labours and hghes, great hanben to. geing; 


And certainly thinks it will ever remain; 


But virtue and courage prove in vain a pretesce, 


To flouriſh his Randard an hundred yore hence. 


The Werchünt who ventures his all on the main, 


Not doubting to graſp what the Indies contain, 


He buzzes and buſtles, like a bee in the ſpring, 


Yet knows 1 not what harveſt the autumn will bring ; 
| Tho? fortune's great ven ſhould load him with 


Renee, | ; 
He'll ne'er reach the market an hundred years 
hence. | | | 


The rich bawlidg e who 5 by fools wang: 

ling ſtrife, 

Can ſpin out a ſuit to the end of a life ; j 

A ſuit which the client does wear out in flav'ry, 

Whiltt the pleader makes Aena a cloak for his 
knav'ry ; : | 

Tho? he boaſts of bis cunning, and ETA of ks 
ſenſe, 

He'll be non ot i In ventus an hundred years hence. 


The pluſh coated quack, who, his fees to enlarge, 
Kills people by licence, and at their own charge ; 


He builds up fair ſtructures with ill: gotten wealth, 


By the dregs of a piſs pot, and ruins of health : 
By the treaſures of health he pretends to diſpenſ, . 


* Il be turn'd into mum in an hundred years 


hence . * 


3 
8 
wag 1 — * 
— — - 4 LY 


Py —Y 9 44 
22 a we ee wang ꝛ 42 —ͤ—• . —ͤ = 


_—_— 


- ANT IST 
—_— OTE n 
— — — 2 


— — 
—— . — 


„ —— 
— — Reg; — 


OE A ee Wie 


——— * * 


— 


—— —æ 


e 


— 


—— I — nes — CCRT Eo — — 


120 Sr C'B'CLLD A; Or, 


* pt e 1 * * 


„** 


* 


The meagre: chop'd u rer. who "on twdred 
„ Ef 2 STO (als, 

But ſtarves in his wealth, and pines in his plenty, 

Lays up for a ſeaſon he never will ſee, 


The year of one thouſand nine hundred and three: 


He muſt change 3 all his houſes, his lands, and his 


rents, 


Fe or a worm. eaten coffin an hundred years hence. 4 


"oP he learned divine, with all his pretenſions 
To knowledge ſuperior, and heavenly manſions ; 
Who lives by the tithe of other folks labour, 


Yet expects that his bleſſing be receiv'd as a favour ; 


Tho? he talks of the ſpirit, and bewilders our "RI 
Knows not what will come of n an hundred 
8 hence. | 


% 


The poet himſelf, who ſo loftily ſinge, 

And ſcorns any fubje& but heroes or kings, 
Muſt to the capricto of fortune ſubmit, 

Which will make a fool of him, in ſpite of his wit; 
Thus health, wealth and beauty, wit, learning | 


and ſenſe, 
Muſt all come to an an hundred years ee. 


Why mould we turmoil then in cares $ and i in 


fears, a 


By converting our joys into ſighs and *y tears ? 1 
Since pleaſures abound, let us ever be talting, 
And drive away ſorrow, While vigour is laſting, 
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| YOUNG Reger of the mill, 
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With friendſhip and love, diſcretion and ſenſe, | 


Put on his beſt apparel, . 


We'll kiſs the briſk dumſels, that we may from. 


thence 
Have brats to ſucceed u us an unde Years bence. 


The trve. hearted maſon, who 285 on the hid, | 2 2 
And lives within compals, by rales that are fair; 1 : 
Whilſt honour- and conſcience, approve all his 

deeds, ES, 
As virtue and prudence directs, he proceeds, 


— . — —˖—— 


Leaves a pattern for e an hundred years. 
| hence. 


$ONG 168. 


Hop of the Mill, and buxom NeLL, _ 


One morning very ſoon, 


New hoſe and clouted ſhoon : 

And he a-wooing came 
To bonny buxom Nell, 

Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me! 
I like thee wondrous well. 


My horſes I have dreſe'd; 
And gi'en them corn and hay, 
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Put on my beſt an 
And having come this way, 
Let's fit and chat a while 
With thee, my benny Nell: 
Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt 5 me, 


Young Roger, you're mitakes, 
The damſel then reply'd, 
I'm not in ſuch a haſte, 
To be a ploughman's bride: . 
Know I then live in hopes 
To marry a farmer's ſon; 
If it be ſo, ſays Hodge, I'll go, 
Sweet miſtreſs I have done. ; 


AY our horſes you have dreſs'd, 
Good Hodge, I heard you ſay, 
Put on your bet apparel, 

And being come this way; 
Come fit and chat a while. 
« O! no indeed, not I, 
& JJ] neither wait, nor fit, nor prate, 
Ive other fiſh to 556 , It 


Go take your farmer's ſon, 
With all my honeſt heart: 
What tho' my name be Roger, 
That goes at plough and cart? 
I need not tarry long, 
I ſoon may gain a wife: 


Pſe like hy perſon well. 25 
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There” s 1 Joan, It is well known, 
She loves me as her life. 


Pray, what of buxom Joan ? 
Can't I pleaſe you as wel] ? 


For ſhe has ne'er a penny, 


And I am buxom Nell: 
And I have fifty ſhillings, | 
(The money made him ſmile.) , 
Oh! then, my dear, I'll draw a chair, 
And chat with thee a while, 


Wirhia the ſpace of half. an hour, 
This couple a bargain ſtruck; 

Hepiag that, with their money, 
They both would have good luck. 


To your fifty I've forty, 


With which a cow we'l buy ; 


We'll] join our hands in wedlock-bands, 


Then who but you' and 1? 
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Gen TLY touch the warbling im, | 


Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt, 
Fill her ſoul with fond defire, 
Softeſt notes will ſooth her breaſt ; 


Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love, | 


Let them all propitious prove. 
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On the molly bank fie lyes, 
(Nature's verdant velvet bed,) 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillows for her head: 
Zephyrs waft their odours round, 
And indulging whiſpers ſound. 


— 


. — „ . — eee e- . 
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In Aten of the foregoing.. 


_ Gznrry ſtir and blow the fire, 


Lay the mutton down to roaſt, 
Get me, quick, tis my deſire, | 

In the dreeping-pan a toaſt; 
That my hunger may remove; 
Mutton is the meat I love. 


On the dreſſer, ſee, it lyes: 
Oh! the charming white and red. 
Finer meat ne'er met my eyes, ; 


On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed: 


" Bwiftly make the jack go round, 


Let me have it uicely brown'd. 


On the table ſpread the cloth, 

Let the knives be ſnarp and clean: 
Pickles get of every fort, 

And a fallad criſp and green; 
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| He vow'd he'd be conſtant, and ſigh, and adore, 


Then with ſmall beer and ſparkling wine, 


O! ye gods! how 1 ſhall dine. | 


a carey 9. 9— . — 


8 0 N 6 111. 
I'm nor 1N THE Mix p. 


Yours Strephon addreſs 'd me politely * 
And warmly ceſir'd I'd be kind, 


I fillily bluſh'd, and had nothing to ſay, l 


But Sir, I'm not in the mind. 


And hop'd better uſage to find; 


But then, I was not in the mind. 
- # 


| | The man having courage affaulted again, 


Aud begg'd F'd be better inclin'd ; 


I wonder, ſays I, at thoſe impudent men, 


I tell you, I'm not in the mind.. 


There s fate in old acer as  giphes report, 7 

By fatal experience I find ; Os | 
The youth went to ſeek him a miftreſs at court, 
And foon found a girl i in the mind. „ 


1 can I recall him, alas ! tis in vain, 


To ev'ry kind look he'll be blind : 
Ye virgins, be wiſe, nor when too late Spe, 
3 take che good man in che mind. 


Well, not quite diſcoupag'd, be rally'd once more, | | 
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SONG 112. 


In PRAISE Or ThE Town or HADBINGTON« 


1 a 


5 a young Gentleman. 


0 WorTny HappinGToON. ! unrivall'd town, | 
For honour in an age corrupted ſhown ;. | 
While o'er fair CautDonia's fruitful ſol : 
Each Royal Borough falls a-venial ſpoil, 
While ev'n.Emva's once unblemiſt'd breaſt 
Is by the violating monſter preſt; 
Do thou, untouch?d, and, ſelf defended, Rand, 
A bheautcous pattern to a purchas'd land; 


——— — — . TEES 
. ” . 22 


Tho'-melice may thy conduct now defame, 
And flaves of power thy honeſt zeal may blame; 
Fear not the juſtice of thy cauſe ſhould fail, 
For everlaſting truth will- ſtill prevail: 

Ihe time ſhall come, Oh! may it ſoon arrive, 
That to thy choice ſhall laſting praiſes give ;. 
That ſtiall repay in equitable coin, | 

| The wrongs 0 GLascow' 8 Magiltrates and * 


87 il may you flourith, HappixGTON, and thrive, 
And all thy honeſt Sous in plenty. live 3: 
May wealth within thy walls for ever wait; 

May peace and freedom guard your fr die gate: 
Long may true patriots rule your happy gown, 
Long keep your chaſtity of fair renown, 

Long boaft the prize of faith and virtue won, 
And give a title to a HAMILTON. 
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Tune, Tue verlow-HAia'D LabpE. | 
Pook Strephon diſtraQed ' twixt hope and deſpair 
For Chloris, ſo lovely, ſo youthful and fair; 
He kiſs'd and embrac'd her, and often did ſay, 
My deareſt ſweet Chloris, pray here with we Huy. 


In haſte ſhe reply'd, my. dear acids: be gone, 
For if we're eſpied, I am quite undone ; | 
For my parents forbid all my paſſion for vob, 


| So generous Strephon for ever adieu. 


Our parents may couple, I they can't make Jove, 
My paſſion is ſtronger, it ſprings from above; 
For tho”-1 had lov'd you at my. parents defire, 
It neither had added nor te en from the fire. 


Vou love me; I fly you, n I love you e. 
But dare not avow it, my fate it is ſuch; _ 
But I'll live a Platonic as chaſte as debe, 7 


And-Chloris“ aſſection ſhall never Expire. 


Iam quite tranſported to think that you love, 


But the living without you theſe eomforts remove j 
For I'm no Platonic,.1 ſoar not ſa high Nö 
I graſp at the ſubRance, muſt have it or die. 


| 
| 
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SONG 114. 
Tune, Tell me, tell me, charming creature, 


CRUEL creature; can you leave me? 
Can you then ungrateful prove? 
Did you court me to deceive me, 
And to flight my conſtant love? 


Falſe ! ungrateful ! thus to woo me, 
Thus to make my heart a prize; 

Firſt to ruin and undo me, 
Then to ſcorn and tyrannize. 


Shall I fend to heaw'n my pray'r? 
Shall I alt my wrongs relate? 
Shall I curſe the dear betrayer ? 
No, alas ! it is too late. 


/ 

whe * v4 © . | -. & | y 

Cupid, pity my condition, | f 

Pierce this unrelenting ſwain ; | 
Hear a tender maid's petition, 


And reſtore my love again. 


ä—ANQQN— — — — — — 


| | 

h SONG ins. | 

SEE the conquering hero comes; _ 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums ; | | 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring ; | 
Songs of triumph to him ſing. | 


— —_—_— c; 
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See the god · like youth advance, 
Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance; 


Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


2 „„ —.— . — \ 


s ay Sings 
Song in Hartequin' s IxvAsiox. 


Cour, chear up, my lads, *tis ta glory we - fleer, 
To add fomething new. to this wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like flaves, 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? _ 
Heart of oak are our r ſhips, Kerl of oak are our 
men ; 

We always are ready, 

Steady, boys, ſieady, 1 
Well fight, and aue Il conguer, ageiy and. again. 2 


We ne'er ſe our foes, but we wiſh them to flay; ; 


| 2 


If they run, why, we ee and run them-aſhore ; 
rer if they won't fight us, what can we do more? 
Hieart of cal, &c. 


They ſwear they H invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They frighten our women, our children, and beaux; 
But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'l] find to receive them onſhore. 

Heart of oak, &c. 


7 N 
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Soft wiſhes fill'd her mind Eh Wi 
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wen Rill make them run, and we'll Rill make 


them ſweat, 


Tn ſpite of the devil, and Bruffels Gazette : 


| 
' 
' 
| 
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Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 


Our ſoldiers, « our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 


| Heart of oak, &c. 
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A; Celia n near a fountain lay, 1 
Her eye · lids elos'd with ſleep; > 3 

The ſhepherd Damon chanc'd that ay + — 
To drive his flock of ſheep. _. 


With awful ſtep h' approach's the fair, 'F 
To view her charming face, ; | 

| Where ev'ry feature wore an air, 

| And ev'ry part a grace. 

His bett inflam'd with amorous pain, 
He wiſh'd the nymph would wake, 


Tho? ne'er before was any ſwain 
8⁰ unprepar'd to ſpeak. „ a 


While Numb'ring thus poor Celia lays | 


She cry'd, Come Thyrfis, come away, 
For now I will be kind. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


J 


| 
|| 
| 


2 On her that ev'ry grace commands. 


He took her in the yielding fit, 


| 
 Aad lies fade beneath the de w. s | " | 
'"Y 


Superior arts in raging love. 


Secure to me this treaſure bind; | 
On us let Heav'n its bleſſings roll, 
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Damon 3 the a hit, 
And flew into her arms ; 


And rift'd all her chasmse. 


Tune, The Spinning-Wheel. 


 Arrexo, ye. ſwains, where'er ye ſhove, | 
And hear the thirling notes of love: | 
Nor chide the Fele while it ſtands | 


Not the embelliſhments of May 
Look half fo pleaſant, or fo gay; | 
Yea ev'ry roſe muſt yield its hue, CY | 


Wit flows from her engaging tongue, 35 | | 
Serene as age, and quick as young; | 
Engagiog nymph ſeems form'd to prove 70 


ay * 
2 


| 
Let every joy that ſtrikes the mind, | i 


Nor ſep'rate Annie from my ſoul, 


. w 
4 r * 
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$0NG ng. 
Tux Bzrn-DRINKING Barrons. 
Sung at Ranelagb. Set by Dx. Arne. 


Fe true honeſt Britons, who love your own land, 
Whoſe fires were ſo brave, ſo victorious and free, 4 
Who always beat France when they took her in 
and, | 
Come j join, honeſt Britons; © in 1 with me; 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 
Let us fing our own Ps old re- 
good chear, £ 
The profits and pleaſures if Rout Britiſh beer ; 
Your wine- tipling, dram- 2 ipping 2 805 re- 
treat. 9 
But your beer- drinking Britons can never be 
beat. 2 


. 
”- 
, — «, . . Gs ee An > An e—_ — 2 2 — . 
. 


But; your, NG 


The French with their vineyards are e meagre and 

pale, 8 

They drink of the ſqueezings of half. ripen' 
fruit ; | 

But we who have hop-grounds to mellow our TY 

Are muy and plump, and have freedom to boot, 


Let us 5 ing, &c. 


— 


Shou'd tie French dare invade us, thus arm'd | 
with our poles, 1 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern: 
jaws ring; | | 
For your beef. n an Britons are 
ſouls, pe . 
Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their Cuantry 


and Kin | 
2 Let w fe & o 


9 4 8 82 99.14 4-4-4 <Q oC ee peer pee . 4 
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Sung in the bas 86 k. 


| 8 little fooliſh Autt? ring thing, 
Whither, ah ! whither would thou wing 

Jour airy flight; ; 

Stay here, and ling, 

Your miſtreſs to delight, „ 

No, no, no, . 
Sweet Robin, you mal not Sar 
Where, you wanton, could you be, 

_ Half ſo happy as with me? - 


. — — NID INI IO AR 2— | | 
SONG 121. 
Jocks v TO THE FAIR, 


I'll on the morn of fiobet May-day, 
When Nature painted all things gay, 


i 
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Tavght birds to ſing and lambs to play, 

And gild the meadows fair ; 7 
Voung Jockey, early in the morn 
Aroſe, and tript it o'er the lawn; 
His Sunday's coat the youth put on, 
For Jenny had vow'd away to run 

With Jockey to the Fair; 

6 For Jenn had pow, &c. 


The chearful pariſh bells had rung, | 
With eager ſteps he trudg'd along, 
With flow'ry garlands round him hung, 
Which ſhepherds us'd to wear; 
He tapt the window, Haſte, my dear; 
Jenny impatient cried, Who's there? 
*Tis I, my love, and no one near, | 
Step gently down, you've noug ht to ear, 
With 0 to the Fair; 
Step genth down, &c. | 


My Jad m4 mammy 's faſt aſleep, | 


My brother's up, and with the ſheep ; 


And will you ſtill your promiſe keep 


Which J have heard you ſwear ; 44 


And will you ever conſtant prove ; 


I will by all the Powers above, 
And ne'er deceive my charming dove, 
Difpel thoſe doubts, and haſte my lore . 
With Jockey to the Fair ; | | 
: vie, thoſe doubts, Kc. 
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Behold the ng the cabin cry'd, \ 3. F 
Will Jeanny be my charming bride ;_ | 
Let Cupid be our happy guide, 3 

And Hymen meet us there: 

Then Jockey did his vows renew, | 

{| He wou'd be conſtant, weu'd be true; | 

His word was pledg'd, away ſhe flew, | 

With cowſlips tipt with balmy dew, 4 

| 
| 


7 


With Jockey to the Fair; 
. X 1. ith 779 e. & c. 


In raptures meet the 357 train, 

Their gay companions blyth and young, 

Each join the dance, each j join. the throng, 

To hail the happy pair ; 

In turns there's none ſo fond as they, ö 

They bleſs the kind propitious day, & 

The ſmiling morn of blooming May, 'F 

When lovely Jenny run away | | 
[| 


* * to the Fair; 
When lovely Fey, & &c. 


—— — 2 


8 O NG 122. | 

Sung by Ma Fawcer, at Richmond. K 

Set by Ma Hoox. | | 

Cour, rouze brother ſportſmen, the hunters 


all cry, | 
We've got a ſtrong ſcent, and a favouring ſky ; * 


2 — — — 2 8 
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The horn's FIERY notes, and the lark's n 
ſong, 
Will chide the dull ee for leeping i _ 


Bright Phoebus has Sh us a glimpſe of his FEAR MY 
Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chaſe ; ; | 
Fe ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, © | 

And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his | 


ay. | 


Sweet Molly may ez you, perhaps, to he down, | 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown ; l 
But tell her that love muſt to hunting give gloves 
„ For as well as her charms, there are charms in 
the chaſe. £4 | 


| Look yonder, | look yonder, Id 3 1 ir | 
| At his bruſh nimbly follow briſk Chanter and Fly; | 

B They ſeize on their prey, ſee his eye balls they roll, | 
We're in at the GA ee let's home to the bowl. 


There wel fill up our . and toaſk to ah Tip: 1 
From a bumper freſh. loyalty ever will ſpring : 

| To George, peace and glory may Hea ven Aiſpenſe, | 
i And fox hunters ftouriſh ten thouſand years. hence. 


Sea 
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| When to love, and when to feign. 


SONG 123. 
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ne Young I am, and fore afraid. 


| Youns I an, and yet uofkilyd i 
How to make a lover yield: | 
How to keep, or how to gain ; 


Take me, take, me, ſome of you, | 
While I yet am young and true 
Ere I do my ſoul diſguiſe, 


Heave my breaſts, and roll my y 


Stay not 'till J learn the way, 
How to lye and to betray : 
He that has me firſt is bleſt, 


For I may deceive the reſt. 


Could I find a blooming youth, 
Full of love and full of truth,  ,_ 
Briſk, and of a janty mein, 

I ſhould long to be fifteen. 


— one nat nn otprond Yon et dS 


SONG 124. 
Susg © in Love IN A VILLAGE, | 


H ow happy were my days till now! 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 8 p 


— 
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With joy 1 roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my fpinning- wheel. 
My heart was lighter than a fly, : n 


1 | Like any bird I fung,, . 
Til he pretended love, and I 7 


2 — — — — — 
as 


Th | Behiey' d his Hatt' ring tongue. 

F: 

14 1 

I | 0! the foo!, the by, fn fool, 

14 | That truſts what man may be z. 

1 | 

| | I wiſh I was a maid again, 

| | And in my own country. 
q! * J eee ee IEDEIN 
4 | | | | = 
3 8 O NG 125. We” 
1 
| [ sung i in a new Farce called Barrons. ra Hour. 
1% 
| | Tune, Then why, /bould we quarrel for riches ? 
| ; ; 5 Captain Briton es hands with bia Crew, and then, 

ITS j | unde the midſt of them, lings, 

| Þ 4 Com, the mates of my fortuna, bh cheary, 

11 | "No diſtreſs ſhould the ſailor. alarm, | 


As the needle be true, and ne'er fear ye, 
Vil warrant we'll weather the ſtorm. 
Then why ſhould we dread any dangers. 
From France and her whole Gallic train, 
Britiſh ſeamen to fear ever ftrangers, 
Since Geerge rides the rd of the main. 


* 
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We'll ſhew that 1 Engliſh ala * 
The ſame in each climate can be; 
This ſtill be our comfort and merit, 


That yet in our hearts we are free. 
Then why, Ke. 


At the bela may they ever prove Ready, 
To ſteer us a courſe that i is right, 
Proud France then ſhall down with the ready, 
They ſhall either refund or ſhall fight. 
Then why, &c. 


—]UU—ä̃—— — — — — 


No Jaltardly thoughts then fitting)” | : 
Foes With true loyal hearts we ſhall ſing, - 
| Heav'n proſper the arms of Old Britain, 
And the honour Ort of our King. | 
Then aby, &c. 
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Sung i in \ Raz7ONs grun Hows, 
Captain Bri iton placing his. Men on each def bim, Gags, 


Cons, _ las, wich od; N, 
Let us never be diſmay'd, _ : 
Let's avenge the wrongs of Britain, 


And ſupport her injur d trade. 


—— 


The true ſpirit of the nation 
In our honeſt hearts we bring, 
True, tho? in an humble ſtation, 
|} To our country and our King. C nous. 


|. On our naval ſtrength depending, 
Let us ſteer Old England's courſe 3 
{ When affronted vengeance ſending, 
Shew the world Old England's force: 
Then loud. peals of Britiſh thunder 
Rattling on each hoſtile ſhore, 
Shall make haughty France knock under, 
| Nor ſhall dare inſult us more. _ CHorvs. 


Then through all the mighty ocean „ 
England's croſs ſhall honour find, | 
Far as wave can feel a motion, 

Far as flag can move with wind : 
Then inſulting munarchs, ſhewing 
Mere regard, ſhall humbler be; 
This old truth of Britons knowing, | 
As they're brave they will be free, Cnorvus. 


** 


May all Englim lads like you, „ boys, 5 
Prove on ſhore true hearts of gold, 
To their King and Country true, boys, 
And be neither bought or ſold. EO, 
Let the landmen without party 
| Act like brethren of the flood, 
1} To our cauſe alone be hearty, 


And that cauſe for Britain's good. Cuokus. 
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A Nansy' to the green- ous gene, | 
| To hear the gowdſpink chatt? rings 
And Willie he has followed her, 
To gain her love by flatt'ring: Ne 
But a' that he cou'd ſay or do, of 

She geck'd and ſcorned at him ; 
And ay when he began to woo, 
She bid him mind wha gat him, 


What ails ye at my dad, quoth he, 
My minny or my auntyx? 
With croudy -moudy they fed me, 
| Laog-kai), and ranty-tanty: 
With bannocks-of good barley-meal, 
Of thae there was right plenty, 
With chapped ftocks fu? butter'd well; 
And was not that right dainty? | 


Although my father was nae laird,. 
*Tis daffin to be vaunty, 

He keepit ay a good kail yard, 
A. ha” houſe and a pantry : 

A good blew bonnet on his head, 

An ourlay bout his craggy; 

And ay until the day he dy'd, _, 

He rade on good ſhanks naggy. 
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sr CECHLIA; Or, 
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| Now wae and wander on your ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy? 

| Woad ye compare yourſel to me, 

| A docken tull a tanſy ?. 

| [I have a wooer of my ain, 

| They ca' him ſupple Sandy, 
And well I wat his bonny mou? 
Is ſweet like ſugar-candy. 


Wow, Nanſy, what needs a' this din, 
Do I not ken this Sandy? 
I'm ſure the chief of a' his kin, 
7 | Was Rob the beggar randy : 
1 His minny Meg upo' her back 
5 Bare baith him and his billy; 
| Will ye compare a naſty pack 
10 me, your winſome Willy? 


My gutcher leav'd a good braid ſword, = 
Tho' it be auld and ruſty, 
Yet ye may tak it on my word, 

It is baith ſtout and truſty : 

| Andif I can but get it drawn, 

| Which will be right uneaſy, 

I ſhall lay baith my Jugs in pawn, 

| That he ſhall get a heezy. 


Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, Did Sandy hear ye, 
1 Le wadna miſs to get a clout, 

= I ken he diſna fear ye : 


"Tho: BRITISH SON GSTER. 
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Sae had your tongue and ſay 1 nae mair, | 
Set ſome where elſe your fancy ; 
For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 
Ye never ſhall get Nanſy. 
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A LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd 
The ftreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board; 
Oh! where ſhall I my true-love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, : 
If my ſweet William ſails among the crew? 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| | 
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William, who high upon the yard. | 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 

| Soon as her well known voice he heard, | 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below; -« 

The cord ſlides ſwiſtly thro? his glowing hands, 

And quick as light'ning on the deck he Rands. 


— — —— - oy) Wars or 


80 the ſweet lark, bigh pais'd i in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
3 chance his mate's ſhrill: voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt: | 
- The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's *r thoſe kiſſes Lake 


"—_— nd þ 
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Sr CECILIA; Ons * 
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O! Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 

My vows ſhall ever true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 

We only part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds! my heart Man . 
| The faithful compaſs that ſtill points at thee. 
19 
| Believe not what the landmen ſay, | 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 

They'll tell, the failors, when away, 

In every port a miſtreſs find: | 
| Les, yes, believe them when they tell thee 5 | 
| For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 
| Thy ſkin is ivory fo white: 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 
jj Wakes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho' cannons roar, yet, ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
| Left precious tears Hhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 


* 
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UXI᷑X, unite, your voices raiſes . 


Strict honour does to them belong. 


For matcbleſ; are F ree Maſons' deeds. 
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No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board _ E 

They kiſs'd; ſhe ſigh'd; he hung his head: 
Her leſſening boat unwilling rows to land, 3 
Adieu! ſhe cries; and wav'd her lily hand. | p 


* 
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SONG 129. 


} 


Tune, He comes! he comes !'the hero comes! i - of 


Loud, loudly ſing Free-Maſons' praiſe; 
Spread far and wide their ſpotleſs fame, 
And glory in the ſacred name, 


Behold, behold, the 3 band, 
In Virtue's paths go hand in hand; 
They ſhun each ill, they do no wrong, 


| Hor juft, how juſt, are al] their ways, 
Superior far to mortal praiſe; 5 
Their worth deſcription far exceeds, 


Go on, go on, ye juſt and true, 
Still, ſtill the ſame bright paths purſue; 
Th' admiring world ſhall on ye gaze, 
And friendſhip's altar ever blaze. 


Sr CECILI A; Or, 


2 


Begone, begone, fly diſcord hence, 
With party rage and infolence: 
Sweet peace ſhall bleſs this happy band, 
And freedom ſmile throughout the land. 


<< (ot Lee ee Ode ee hte peer eee, peeps . pee eee. eee pee Dee hee 


SONG 130. 


= Ee RANT us, kind Heav' Dy. what we requeſt, 
In Maſonry let us be bleſt; 
Direct us to that happy place, 
Where Friendſhip ſmiles in every face: 
Where Freedom and ſweet Innocence 
Enlarge the mind and cheer the ſenſe. 


Where ſcepter'd Reaſon, from her throne, 
Surveys the Lopce, and makes us one; a 
- And Harmony's delightful ſway, 
For ever ſheds ambroſial day : 
Wbere we bleſt Eden's pleaſure taſte, 
Whilſt e joys are our repaſt. 


No prying eye can view us Wi 

No fool or knave diſturb our cheer: 
Our well form'd laws ſet mankind free, 
And give relief to Miſery:  * _ 
| The poor, oppreſs'd with woe and grief, 
Gain from our bounteous hands relief. 


— 


— 


Our Lope the ſocial Virtues grace, 
And Wiſdom's rules we fondly trace; 


Whole Nature, open to our view, 
Points out the paths we ſhou!d purſue. 
| Let us ſubſiſt in laſting peace, 

| And may our happinels increaſe. 
| | | | 


r 


S O V 131. 
Sung it in Love IN A VLLLAGE. 


Hor thou nurſe of young dclire, 


Fairy promiſer of joy, 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Tem'prate, ſweet, that ne%er can * 


Hope thou earneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind. 
| Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find. 


Kind deceiver ! flatter till, 
Deal out pleafures unpoſſeſt ; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, | 
. And in wiſhes make me bleſt. | < 
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1 AM a bachelor n | 
A farmer by rank and degree, 
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SrCECILIA; Or, 
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And few I ſee that's mair handſome, 
At kirk or at market than me: 
I'm outfide and inſide in credit, 
And frae ev'ry blemiſh I'm free ; 


I'm very well boarded and beded, 


Yet I can get nane to tak“ me. 


I've courted baith Highlands and Lawlands, 


When I a good bargain cou'd fee, 


But there was nane that I cou'd fall on, 


E'er ſaid ſhe wou'd buckle wi” me: 


A horſe to ride on when ſhe's weary, 
And cock wi' the beft ſhe can ſee, 


And then be ca'd Dauty and Deary ; 7 


What think you can ail her at me. 


But, I have an offer to mak”? her, 


If that ſhe will hearken to me, 
Is, that I am willing to tak” her 


- Though cripple or blind e'er ſhe be: 


one then write a. billet, 
t her tranſmit it to me, 


5 I hereby engage to fulfil it, 


Of what kind ſoe ver it be. 


But, cripple I am not, forſta* me, 
What though boud- footed I be: 


Nor blind have you reaſon to ca me, 
What though I ſee but wi' one eye: 
Theſe forty years I've been neglected, 


As you the truth o*'t may ſee, 
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Such offers mould war be. _—_ 
Of what kind ſoever they be. 


In Edinburgh ſpeir for Jean Bladen, 
A little below the Croſs Key, 
And at the ſign of the Old Maiden, 
- There you will be ſure to find me. 
Bring wi' you the prieſt o* the weddin” 5 
That a' things juſt finiſh'd may be, 
And I'll fing a ſang to the beddin'; 
And wha'll be ſae merry as we. 
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Taz SOBER Drin ZIA. | 
Tune, Old Sir Symon the King. 


Cows, come, my hearts ſo bold, 
Let us be merry and wile ; 


Tis a very good proverb of old, 


Suſpicion has double eyes. 


- 


Whatever we ſay or do 


Let's not drink to diſturb the brain; 
Let's laugh for an hour or two, 
But never get drunk again: 
For much drink makes a man drunk, 
And drunkenneſs males a man dry, 
| Hand drouth will make a man ſich, 
And fickneſs you know makes usdie. 
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A glaſs of rum-punch-is good | 
To drive the cold winter away; 
*T'will chear and enliven the blood 
Moſt when a man's ſpirits decay: 
But he that drinks too much, 
Of his head will foon complain; 
So we'll have a gentle touch, 


And never oa drunk again : 
Hor much drink, &c. 


< 


{ Good liquor was made for man, 
| - But man was not made for it ; 
Let's drink as long as we can, 

While we drink not away our wit : 4 
Good fellowſhip's often abus'd 
When liquor affects the brain, 
But we'll have it far better us'd, 

For we'll never get drunk again: 

Fer * W & c. 
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When with ch fellows we meet, 
A bowl among three or four 
Will make us fland on our feet, 
While ſots lie drunk on the floor: 
Then landlord come fill us a bow], 
And let it be liquor that's fine 
'Twill chear and enliven the ſoul, : 
And we'l never get drunk again, 
for much drink, &c. 
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e 0 our noble Ke 
And to the Queen of his heart; | 
To their praiſe let's drink and ſing, 2 
And be merry before we partt © | 
Let's drink to our Admiral, TAO een, 
And alt our brave Tars on the maing © + 
To our S»/diers and Officers ally . ,, . , 
But let's never get « drunk again. 5 
Fer much —_ xc. : 


Enough's as nd as a feaſt, 1 
If men did but meaſure kn  _ . 
But a fot is worſe than a beaſt, | | 
For he'll drink till he cannot go: 
Since we cannot paſtime recal | 
In a tavern that's ſpent in vain, 
Let's learn to be ſober all, 


And never get drunk W 2 | 
Far 1 drink, FR | 
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Tue Maid in BEeEDLAM 
Tune, GRAMACHREE, 


1 morning, very early, one Webag 7 in the | 
Spring, 

J heard a maid in Bedlam who naw did bag) 

Her chain ſhe rattled in her hand, while * | 
thus ſung ſhe, - is 

E love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me- 
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Ohl cruel were his parents, who ſent my love to ſea; 
And cruel cruel was the ſhip that bore my love 
2 from me; 

Yet I love his Sat; ſince they” re 1. altho' | 
[7 they've ruin'd me, 
And Ilove my love, becauſe Thnoras 155 loves me. 


O! mould it pleaſe the pity ing Pow'rs to call 
me to the ſkies, 

I'd claim a guardian angel's charge 8 5 
bf love to fly, 
To guard him from all og how happy ſhould _ 
I be! 
For love mylove, becauſe I know my love loves me. | 


&, DI make a ſtrawy garland, PI make it wondrous 
fine, 
With roſes, lilies, daiſies, ror mix the eglantine; 
And I'll preſent it to my love, when he returns 
from ſea, 
For 1 love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


O! if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaſt; 
Or if I were a nightingale, to ſing my love to reſt; 
To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward ſhould be; 

For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh! if I were an eagle, to ſoar into the ſky, 
I'd gaze around with Piercing ou where I my 
love might fpy 


But ah ! — nnn = love you beer 
ſnall fee, 
vet Ilove my love, becauſe I 5 my love 4 me. 
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Tax HonesT Wade Set by Dr Anne. 


—— — — — Bs en, 


Pao! | Pox of this nonfenſe, I prithee give o er, 
And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 
Their face, and their air, and their mein, what a 

e 

Here's to thee, my lad, votk the bottle 1 + 

Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape; 
| They dare not confide in the juice of the grape: 
But we honeſt fellows —*ſdeath ! who'd ever think 
Of pulling for love, while he's able to drink? "130 
Of pulling, &c. | 4 


Tie wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows ; i 
Our joys it encreaſes, and lightens our woes; | 
Remember what topers of od us'd to ting, _ 
The man that is drunk, is as great as a king; 

The man, & c. 1 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's hn for his tricks; 
ee, ; Caſes, lee page twenty fix; 


154 STCECILIA; Or, 
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The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my foul ; 
Lay hold on, and drown the yang dog in a bowl; 
Lay hold, &. 


What's life but a frolie, a ſong, and a laugh? 

My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff; 

May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound; 

Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round; 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 
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Coms « to my 2 arms, my treaſure 
Thou ſpring of all my joy, 


Without thy aid all pleaſure 


- Muſt Janguiſh, fade, and die. 

In vain is all reſiſtance, 

When arm'd with thy aſſiſtance, 
What fair one can deny? 


Then fill around the glaſſes, 


And thus we'll drink and chant, 
May all the dear kind laſſes 
Have and they wiſh or want. 
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T K BAA o v BALLENDEN- Us 
By Dr. Blacklock. Z | 
| B ENEATEH a green ſhade, a lovely: young ſwain, 


Ae ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain; ; | 
So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, | 


The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to 
flow; 


Rude winds, wi ' compaſſion, cou'd hear him com- 5 
plain, 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his e 


| 

SONG 137. 
” 

| 
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How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 
E'er Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my view; 
Thoſe eyes then, wi ' pleaſure, the dawn cou'd ſurvey, 

Nor ſmil'd the fair morning mair chearfu? than they 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my fight, | 
I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. | 


Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purſue, 
All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew; | : 
From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
But Jove's ardent fever burns always the ſame z 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame. 


But ſee the pale moon, all clouded, retires, | 
The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's delires : 


— 
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I fly from . abt of Stengel and wind, 

Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind ; 
Ah, wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care? 
To lengthen its moments, but lengthens deſpair. 


SONG 138, 


Sung at RANELAGH, 


6 HAT Jenny's my friend, my aum and 
my pride, 
I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide * 
I dwell on her praiſes, where - ever I go; 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no; 
They ſay, Jim in love, but JI anſwer, No, no. 


At evning oft times, with what pleaſure I ſee 

A note from her hand, I'll be with you at tea!” 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below! 
But ſay not *tis love, for ] anſwer, No, no; 

But ſay, &c. 


7 


She ſings me a ſong, and J echo its ſtrain; 

Again, I cry, Jenny, ſweet Jenny, again: 

I kiſs her ſweet hps, as if there I could grow ; 

But ſay not 'tis love, for I anſwer, No, no; 
But ſay, &Cc. 


She tells me her faults as ſhe ſits on my knee: 

I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me; 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo: 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho' ſhe anſwers, Gs no; 

Who knows, We = 


| From beauty-and wit, and good humour, how I 
Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: 
Thy bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ftill I'll ſay, No; 

And let me deſerve her, or till Pll ſay, No. 


Fg 
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SONG 139. 
Conn R1cs ARE BONNY- 


My Patie is a jon? gay, 


His ming is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 


His face is fair and ruddy. 


His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize; 
He's ſtately in his wa'king ; 

The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe ; 
Tis heav'n te hear him ta*king ; 


” — 


Laſt night I met him on x to 


Where yellow corn was growing, 


There mony a TY word he ſpak”, 
That ſet my heart a- glowing. 


He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony; - 
That gars me like to fing ſinſyne, 
O corn rigs are bonny. 


to maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, oy 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting : 


Then I'll comply and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 

#2 He's free to touzle air or late 

Where corn rigs are bonny. . 


— eee 
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Tae DesPAairING SHEPHULRDESS, 


Teng,—If love s a ſweet paſſion, Cc. 


ON a bank's flow? ry verge, beſide a clear brook, 
A fair ſhepherdeſs ſat, in her hand was her crook ; 
Her dog, by her ſide, lay at eaſe on the a 
-And her flocks overſpread the , <zg prey a- 


But the tears from 52 eyes in you ri lets ny 
| flow'd, 
Whilſt her en wich theſe accents rapturouſly 3 
glow'd 


01 why cruel Fate from my arms did ye tear 
My faithful young ene ever conſtant and 
dear ? FS | 
And force him away to a Jiltanee fo far, 

Midſt the direful alarms of outrageous war! 
There he'll baſely be mangl'd or inden lain, 
And my ſhepherd, dear e { DH ne'er fee 7 


N again. | 


8 £ * 
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I Ye woods and ye groves, where often we've ſtray'd, 

Whilſt our lambs friſk'd their gambols, and ſpor- | 
tively FA 

Where firk my roma: aa made to me known 

his love, AE 

And ſwore ever conſtant and true he would prove : | 

Now in vain your trees vom they all flouriſh i in | 
vain, 

Since my ſhepherd, dear r hepherd 1 I'll ne'er fee 1 
again. 2 | | 


Ye cool ſhad y bow'rs and ſweet- 6 00 alcovesz } 
And ye ſongſters, who ; one your gay notes in "i 

the groves ; ' 

'Ye high water falls, and fmoocrk ine tres 4. 

Rural _— for lovers, for them cs þ themes: 


Cee — 


2 160 STCECILIA; Or, 


All your beauties diſpleaſe me, your muſic gives. 
pain, 

Since my ſnepherd, dear 8 Fo) ne'er ſee 
_ 


No more will my fwain gladden yon lonely vale; 
Nor no more will his muſic dance on the freſh gale: 

His pipe was ſo pleafing and ſoft in the grots, 
That linnets, to liſten, oft dropt their ſweet notes: 

But I'm left, with the turtle, to mourn and com- 
| plain, 

For * ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd Pl neꝰ er ſee again. 


* 


8-0 . he pre pe gen pe not — (Pe: 
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Ware R, parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide, 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or through fertile vallies glide : 
Though in ſearch of foft repoſe, 
Through the land 't is free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Panting for its native home. 


WC 


: 
| | 


* 
be i 
4 
. 

* — 

— — ——— ꝛ——̃—— ů—U— —-.- ⁊ — — — —— * 
— —— — , 

- 

- 


7 he BRITISH SONGS TER. 


+ 0 N08" 142 „ 
Tas Hienl ann Maze n. ; 
By Sir Harry Erſtine. 


| IN the garb of- old Gaul wi' the fire of old Rome, 
| From the heath cover'd mountains of Scotia we 
: come, 3 | 
Where the Rom ans endeavour'dour country to gain, 
But our anceſtors fought, and they fought not in vain, | 
| Such our love / liberty, our country and our laws, 
That like aur anceſtors * old, we fland by 2 5 
dom's cauſe ; 


moll bravely fobt like heroes bold, for Siding and 


applauſe, © *' 
And defy the French, with all their art, to alter 
our laws. | 


* . i 
g * 6 
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No effeminate cuſtoms our finews unbrace, | 
No luxurious tables enervate our race, | 
Our loud ſounding pipe bears the true martial train, | 

| So do we - old Scottiſh valour retain, —  * | 
Such our love, &c. | 

We're tall as the oak on the mount ol the WY | 
As ſwift as the roe which the hound doth affail, | 
As the full moen in autuma our ſhields do appear, 
Minerva would dread to encounter our ſpear. | 
Such our love, & c. 


—_ OO — — 


— 


As a florm in the ocean when Boreas blows, 
So are we enrag'd when we ruſh on our foes; 


y n «34-7 3 * 2 . * 5 : 
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We ſons of the mountains, tremendous l 


Daſh the force of our foes with our Ong 
firokes. 


Such our love, KC. | 


Quebec and Cape 8 the pride of old n f 
In their troops fondly boaſted till we did advance; 
But when our claymores they faw us produce, 
Their courage did fail, and they ſu'd for a truce. : 
| Such our love, &c. 


In our realm may the fury af faction long ceaſe, 

May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce in— 
creaſe ; | 

And in Scotia's cold climate may each "7 us find, 

That our friends ſtill prove true, and our beauties 

prove kind. 

Then we'll defend our liberty, our country, and 

our la aus, | 

And teach our late poſterity to fight in Freedom s 
cauſe, | : 

That they like our anceſtors bold, far ng d and 
applauſe, 

May defy the French and Spaniards to alter 


Gur [aWs. 


. 


— — ¶ ³ͤͥͤe N — cc — — — — 
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SONG ad e 


75 the Tune of, My apron Jew, 


M * ſheep I neglected, I loſt my ſheep- hook, 

And all the gay haunts of my youth 1 forſook, 

Nae mair for Amynta freſh garlands. I. wove, 

For ambition, I ſaid, would ſoon cure me of love. 
O what had my youth with ambition to do ? 
Why left I Amynta ? why broke I my vow ? _ 
O gi) me my ſheep, and my ſheep-hook reſtore, 
Til wander frae love and Amynta no more. 


Through regions remote in vaip 40 I rove, 


And bid the wild ocean ſecure me from love! 


O fool ! to imagine that ought can fubdue 
A love 0 well founded, a paſſion fo true. 
O what had my youth, Kc. 


Alas ! 'tis o'er late at thy fate to repine; 
Poor ſhepherd, Amynta aae.mair can be thine :. 
Thy tears are a' fruitleſs, thy wiſhes are vain, 
The moments neglected return not àgain. 

O what had my youth, ke. 


— done noe re ies he hee then dere — — 
S 0 N G 144. 


Fy gar rub her o'er wi Stute. | 


N 
G IN ye meet a u bonny laſſie, 
Gi e ber a bil. and let her 826 ; 
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hr * waa „ 


But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, | 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae. 
Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip 
Of ilka joy when ye are young, 
Before auld: age your vitals nip, 
And lay you twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time; 
Then, lads and laſſes, while "tis May, 

Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 


| Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 


When Jenny rende beneath her breath, 7 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 
On you, if ſhe kepp ony ſkaith. - 


Haith ye're ill bred, ſhe'll, ſmiling, ſay, 
Ye'll worry me ye greedy rook; 

Syne frae your arms ſhe'l] rin away, 
And hide herſel' in ſome dark nook, 

Her laugh, will lead you to the place 
Where Its the happineſs you want, 

And plainly tell you to your face, 
e. Nineteen 1 -lays are half a grant.” 


Now to "TY bean 3 cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs : 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliſs. 
Theſe benniſons, Pm very ſure, | 


Are of the gods indulgent grant; 


cr 


Then, ſurly carls, whiſh't, forbear 


To plague us wi' your whinning cant. 


2 A 


8 0 NG 145. 


7 the Tue of, Rule, Britannia. 


WIEN rt foundation firſt was laid, 
By the Almighty Artiſt's hand, 8 
Twas then our perfect, our perfect laws were made, 
Eſtabliſhed by his ſtrict command. 
Hail Myſterious ; hail, glorious Maſonry! 
That makes us ever great and free. 


As man throughout for ſhelter ſought, 


In vain from place to place did roam 
Until from heaven, from heaven he was taught 
To plan, to build, to fix his home. 
Hail, NM Mierious, ce. 


Hence illuſtrious roſe our Art, | | 
And now in beauteous piles appear, 


Which ſhall to endleſs, to endlefs time impart, 


How 2 and how great we are. 
Hail, Myfteriaus, ke. 


Nor we Jef fanv'd for every tye, : | 
By which the human sb! is bound; 
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— ꝙàñ—ö ü—ͥ nA . 


| . and ehe and iſt ſocially 


Join all our hearts and hands around. 


Hail, M yferieus, Kc. 


| Our «tions ſtill ws virtue bleſt, 

| And to our precepts ever +25 | 

The world admiring, admiring ſhall requeſt 
To learn, and our bright paths purſue. 


es Myllerious, &ec. 


8 ON G 146. 


| Har?'s zonny Lass12, 1 


Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I ſlill live pining 
Myſell thus away, and darna diſcover | 
To my _ouny Hay that I am her Jover ? ? 


Nae mair it will hide, the . waxes 8 
If ſheꝰs not my bride, my days are nae longer; 
Then [I'll tak” a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, e'er we part, my vows may content her. 


Sbe's freſh as the Spring, and feet as Aurora, 


When birds mount and hog, bidding day a good- 


morrow; 
The ſwaird of the mead, enamell'd with daißes, 


Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces. 


4 


By ſmooth-winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 


—— — — ———— ͤ —g— — LULU 
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But if ſhe appear A verdure invites her, 
The fountains' run clear, and flowers ſmell the 
ſweeter ; | | 

"Tis heaven to be by when her wit is a- flowing. 
Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my "_ a -glowiag. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded, 
I'm all in a fire, dear maid to careſs ye, 


For a- my defire is 7 bonny 1 


— 


3 0 NG 147. 3 


H E that will not merry merry be, 
With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, | 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut-up, | 
And faſt bound to a poſt: | | 
Let him be merry merry ein, ,, NT. OY | = 
And we'll be merry merry here; 1 
For who can know, where awe ſhall go, | 
To be merry another year : ? | 
| 


He that will not merry merry be, 7} = 


May he b'obliged to drink ſmall beer, 
Ne'er a 3 into his purſe; 


0 Let him be merry, &c. 


And take his glaſs in courſe, + fe” 


He that will not merry merry be, 
With a 1 ny of jolly bos, 


| He that will not merry merry be, 


Let him be buried in the os ard, 


* 
* 
* 
— ͤ “U.·—— — — — - eo rare 


| 1d tak'my Katty butt a gown, 


— 


May he be A with © a ſcolding AE 
To confound him with her noife: | 
Let hins be ys & c. 


With his miſtreſs in his bed, 


Ad me put in his ſtead. 
Let him be merry, &c. 


„-.- NC „4-4-4 IO LL .· 44 · 


SONG 148. 
Tus HicnrtanDd LASS IE. 


Tur lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawey; 
Sae proud, they never can be kind, 
Like my good humour'd highland laſſie. 
"FO my bonny, bonny highland laſſie, 
My hearty ſmiling highland laſſie, 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 


But bloom of youth Hill bleſs my _— 


Than ony laſs in Burrows-town, 
Wha mak' their cheeks with patches, mottie, 


B are-footed in her little bake, 
| O my bonny, Kc. 


Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, 
Whene'er I kiſs and court my dawtie; 
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Happy and blythe as ane wh with, 
* Hr heart gangs pi ttie pattie. | 
: O my benq, Ke.. 


O'er higheſt hethery hills Pl "HA 
With cockit gun and ratches tenty, 


| To drive the deer out of their den, 


To fealt my laſs on diſhes dainty. 
O my bonny, & c. 


| There's nane ſhall dare, by deed or word, 


'Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can wield my truſty ſword, 

Or frae my ade whiſk out a whinger.. £ 

| 0 my bonny, &c» 6&7 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 
To range with me; let great fowk gloom, 
While wealth and pride confound their pleafure. 
| ** my 1 &c. 


Sr.. —— ne=ny —— — a ö 
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8 0 > 149. 
I wiſh my Love were in a Myre. | 


- Bresr « as the immortal pes ische, 
The youth who fondly fits by thee, 


And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt 


40 STCECILIA; Or, 


= „ 1 


And hears and ſees thee all PE 
: Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile ! 


Twas this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt, 


For while I gaz'd in tranſport toft, 
| My breath was gone, my voice was loſt: | 


My boſom glow'd; the ſubtle flame + 

Ran quick through all my vital frame; 

Ober my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung: 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd, 
2 My feeble pulſe forgot to play, ; 
I fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 


— utpn=@==< <= 9 9. 9 
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GArrovskIEIs. 


"A H the ſhepherd's mournful fate! 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languiſh, 
'To bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh! | 
Yet eager looks and dying fighs, _ 1 
My ſecret ſoul diſcover, . 5 


72 
6 
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5 Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 5 


Tel] Strephon I die, if he paſſes this way, 
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While rapture vembling through mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her: 


The tender glance, the aid wine cheek, 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak, 
A thouſand various wiſhes. | 
For. oh! that form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling; 
That artleſs bluſh, and modek air, 
80 . beguiling. 


Thy every look, and erery grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee, 


Still will my hopes purſue thee. 
Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt bleſſing given, N 
Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in fight of heaven. 


. Ä re 


5 
1 
| | 


Be ſo kind, O ye nymphs, I oft-times heard her * 


Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning. | 
By a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 


ſay, 


And that love is the cauſe ef my mourning. 


172 SrCECILIA; _ 


Falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of REV 4 charms, 
You deceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never: 
warms 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me ORE in his arms, 
Us St. phon ! the cauſe of * mourning. 


But gr, ſaid ſhe, let me g⁰ down to the ſhades 
below, 
Ere ye let Strephon know that I have lov'd him ſo; 
Then on my pale cheek no'bluſhes will ſhow, | 
That love was the cauſe of my mourning. 


Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came 
3 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping and ſoftly Drew 
* nigh : 
But finding her breathleſs, Oh heav'ns ! did be ae; 
Ah Chberir the cauſe 27 my mourning. | 


Reſtore me my Chloris, ye vymphs, uſe your art, 
They, ſighing, reply'd, Twas your eyes ſhot the 
dart, 


That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs' heart, | 


And kill'd the, poor Chloris with mourning. 


Ah then is Chloris dead, wounded by me! he ſaid; 
Pl follow thee, chaſte maid, down to the filent 
ſhade, 36 ET 
Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt, leaning his head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning. 


— 
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SON * 152. 


Tune, The merry-ton'd horn. 


J OLLY ſouls that are gen'rous and free, 
. And true vot'ries to Bacchus will be, 
| To great Bacchus? Shrine let's repair, 
| And a bottle or two offer there. 
| Exempt from 85 our joys higher riſes 
| Still drinking, neer thinking of what is to pay ; 
Our bottle at night gives us joy and delight, 
And drowns all the drowſy fatigues of the wo 


| 
| 
| 
Tus Maar Baccnanaliang 
| 


Let the griping old uſurer pine, 
Let the lover call Phillis divine, 
Let each man what he fancies commend, 
My. delight”s in my bottle and friend. 
Exempt FIR ke. 


0 3 Fg from the bottle there ſprings, 
It can make us greater than kings ; 
If our ſpirits by grief are opprefs'd, 
Wine alone can procure us fome reſt. 


Exempt Bun. c. 


——äää— ꝙßVVGõẽgoad E . — — — — — ̃ — _ 
TEA N vs, tit wal 3 I FH” 2 * 


Great influence has wine over love, 

And the coy can make kinder to prove; 
Tho' the nymph very ſlighting denies, 
It diſcovers the truth in her eyes. 
Exempt ing &c. 
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It can make us al] W brief, 
And the wretched forget all his grief 2 
It inſpites the gallant and. brave, 


| And freedom can give to the flave. 
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SONG. 153. 
THE DauxkER WIr E o' GaLLOWA”.. 


Dowx in. yon meadow a. couple did tarry, 

The goodwite ſhe drank naething but ſack and 
Canary, 

The goodman he complain'd to her friends ks 
airly, 


O! gin my wife wad drink hooly * fairly. 


Firſt ſhe drank Croninys and ſyne ſhe PINE Garie, 


And fyue the drank the bonny grey marie, 
That carried me thro” the dubs and. and the larie; 
1 155 5 0! gin, de. 


She drank her. hoſe, ſhe drank her mobs; 
And ſyne ſhe drank her bonny new gown ;. 
She drauk her fark that cover'd. her rarely, 
| f | "7 gin, &c. 


A. * _— - ” .* = a „ © * 47 
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| Wad ſhe drink her ain things, I wadna care, 

| Put the drinks my claiths. E canna weel ſpare ;. 
| When I'm wi” * goſſips i it angers me fairly, 

} 0 gin, &c.. 


ee | 


Oe —— — — 
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My Sunday's coat ſhe has Mid . 48 wad, 

The beſt blue bonnet eber was on my head. 

At kirk and at market I'm cover'd but barely. 
Q! gin, &c. 


My bonny white mittens I wore on my hands, 
Wr' herneighbour's wife ſhe has laid them in pawns, 
My bane headed Raft that I loo'd. fo dearly. 

O! gin, &c. 


1 never was for wrangling nor Arife, E & 
Nor did I deny her the comforts of ie,” | 
For when there's a war, I'm ay for a parley. 


0! gin, cc. 


o 


When there's ony money, ſhe maun keep the purſe; 
If I ſeek but a bawbie, ſhe?Il ſcold and ſhe?) curſe; 
She lives like rn ng I ſcrimped and ſparely. 

| 01 Ein, &e. 


RT RET 


ee L41 WW. 


A wine wi' her cummers I wad her alin | 
But when ſhe fits down, ſhe gets herſel fu, 
And when ſhe is fu' ſhe is unco camſtarie. 


0. / gin, e. 


When ſhe comes to the ſtreet, ſhe roars and ſhe rants, 
Has no fear of her neighbours, nor minds the houſe 


C. 


wants; 


CHARLIE. 


gin, &c. 
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She rants up ſome e fool ſang, like, 416-4 Jour beart, 
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When ſhe * hame, ſhe lays on the lads, 


* | 5 And laſſes ſhe ca's them baith b—s and j—s, j 

| F And ca's my ſel” * an auld cuckoſd carlie. | ö 
| 0 gin, &c. | | 

SONG 1354. . | 


W:LL1t's drown'd in Yarrow, 
WII IE's rare, and Willie's fair, 
And Willie's wondrous bony, 


And Willie hecht to marry me, 
Gin &'er he married ony. 


* 
* 
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Yeſtreen I made my bed fu? braid, 
This night I'll make it narrow; 
For a' the live- lang winter · night 

I'll ly twin'd of my marrow. 


: 
| 

| 
I 
| 


O came you by yon water- ſide? 

- | Pu'd you the roſe or lily? 
| Or came you by yon meadow: green? 
| Or ſaw ye my ſweet Willie? 


E 
= * — 
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She ſought him eaſt, ſhe ſought him weſt, 
| She ſought him braid and narrow; 
| Syne in the cleaving of a craig 

She found him drown'd in Yarrow. , 


dec Ns HO DOT. WEN 
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I love the dear youth, he's ſo lively and ſmart; 
His converſe is pleaſing, he's manly and gay, 


For his faith and his troth, to bind all our bliſs, © 
| You'll ſurely allow—'tis my duty to kiſs. 
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SONG 155. 
You Strephon, . own, is the joy of my heart; 


And his breath is as ſweet as the flowers in May. 


When he ſings his love-ftrains, all the ſwains in 
a throng, 2 


In raptures are ſeen with my ſhepherd's ſoft "RY 
While the nymphs all around me with envy ſurvey, 
Becauſe Strephon hails me the Queen of the May, 


But love without jealouſy reigns on my part, 
For, as well as the May, I'm the queen of his heart; 
Such joy and delight does his conſtancy bring, 
Without envy I'd look on the ſtate of a king. 

T” other day for my head he a chaplet entwin'd; - 
Of roſes and myrtles, and jonquills combin'd ; 


I gave him a kiſs for the favour, *tis true, 4 


You'll ſay I was forward, and greatly to blame, [ 
What girl for ſuch favour would got do the ſame ? 
For twill rot be long before Strephon and J, | 
Shall join hands and hearts in one ſaered tie. 

Then, ſure, when the church has performed i its rites, 
And we firmly fixed in Hymen's delights, 


as 


» 178 N 0, | 


SONG. 156. 


Sung at RANELAGH. 


A S Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 
To hear the wood's choriſters warble and fing; 
Young Phoebe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 
- And thus in ſweet melody ſang the ſeir maid ; 
And thus, &c. | 


Of all my experience how vaſt the e 
Since fifteen long winters I fairly can count! 
, Was ever poor damſel fo ſadly betray'd, 
To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid ; 
70 live, &c. | 


r 
ai kc err 


Ye heroes, triumphant by land and by ſea, 

Sworn vot'ries to love yet unmindful of me; 

Of proweſs approv'd of no dangers afraid, 

Will you ſtand by like TOR and lee me a maid ! ? 


Will Hou, &c. 25 


% 
reren 


Ve counſellors ſage, who, with eloquent We 
Can do what you pleaſe with right and with wrongs 


| 

Can it be or by law or by equity. ſaid, | 
| 
} | 


That a comely young girl ought to dic an old maid? 
That a meg, &c. 


Le learned phy ficizns; * excellent Kin 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill ; 


a £J 


woe 


— — 


3 


To a poor * damſel „ your aid, 
Who is ſick, very ſick, of remaining a maid; 


Who is fick, &c. 


| Ye fops, I invoke not to liſt to my ſong, 

1 Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong: 

| Ye echoes of echo, and ye ſhadows of ſhade ; ; 
For if I had you, I might ſtill be a maid ; 

. if, Ke. EL : 


* 


F Young Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper'd relief, like a kind hearted ſwain ; 
And Phœbe, well pleas'd , is no longer afraid 
Of being neglected, and dying a maid; 

Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 


2 5 „„ d-. Hah —— . — üͤiW 0 
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* Neue Rock . wee Pickle Tow. 


| E iy ERE was an 1 wife had a wee pickle tow, 
And ſhe wad gae try the ſpinning o't 
But louten her down, her rock took a low, 
And that was an ill beginning o't : 
She lap and ſhe grat, ſhe flet and ſhe flang, 
She trow and ſhe drew, ſhe ringled, ſhe rang, 
She choaked, ſhe bocked, and cried, Let me berg, 
That ever I try'd the ſpinning o't. 
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I hae been a wife theſe threeſcore of years, 
And never did try the ſpinning o't ; 

But how I was ſarked foul fa? them that ſpiers, 
For it minds me o' the beginnin ot: 

The women now a-days are türfed fae bra', 

That ilka ane maun hae a ſark, ſome maun hae twa, 

But the warld was better when feint ane ava, 
But a wee rag at the beginning o't. 


Foul fa? them that e'er advis'd me to ſpin, 
For it minds me o' the beginning o't, 

I might well have ended as I had begun, 
And never had try'd the ſpinning o't: 


But they ſay ſhe'sa wiſe wife wha kens her ain weird, 
I thought ance a day it wad never be ſpeir'd, 


I thought ance in a day to have made a wa , 


How loot you the low tak” the rock by the beard, 


When you gaed to try the ſpinning o't ? 


The ſpinning, the ſpinning, it gars my he t fab, 
Whea I thing on the beginning ot; N 
And this was to 'ave been the begianing o't ; 

But had I nine doughters, as I hae but three, 

The ſafeſt and ſoundeſt advice I wad gie, 


That they frae ſpinning wad oP their hands free, 


For fear d' an il beginning o' t. 


But in ſpite of my counſel if they wad needs run, 


+ Phe dreary fad taſk o' the beginning o't, 
Let them ſeek out a loun place at the heat of the ſun, 


Syne venture on the beginning o't ; 
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For, O do 1 I've 8 alake and vow, 


| N To buſk up a rock at the cheek of a low, 


They'd ſay, that I had little wit in my pow, 
Aud as little I've done wi” the ſpinning ot. 


* 


SONG * 


To the Tune of the foregoing: 


I HAE a green purſe and a wee pickle. gowd, 
A bonuy piece land, and planting on't, 


It fattens my flocks, and my barns it has ſtow'd ; ay | 


But the beſt thing of a's yet a wanting on't ; 
To grace it, and trace it, and gi'e me delight, 
To blefs me, and kiſs me, and comfort my fight, 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by night, 

And nae mair my lane gang ſaunt'ring on't. 


' 


My Chirſty is charming, and good as ſhe's fair; 
Her een and her mouth are commas ſweet 3 
She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gre deſpair ; 3 
I love while my heart gaes panting wit. 
Thou faireſt and deareſt delight of my. mind, 
Whoſe gracious embraces by Heav'a were deſign d 


4 


For happieſt tranſports, and bliſſes refin'd, 

Nae langer delay thy granting ſweet. | 

For thee, bonny Chirſty my ſhepherds and hynds, 
Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine ; 


i82 STCECIL I A; Or, 


Thus freed frae laigh care, while love fills our minds 
Our days ſhall with pleaſure and plenty ſhine. 
Then hear me, and chear me with ſmiling conſent, s 

Believe me, and give me no cauſe to lament, 
Since I ne'er can be happy till thou ſay, Content, 
I'm pleas'd with my Jamie, and he ſhall be mine. 


-O --- --- nn rn: O o o · 5 O O’ 
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1 


Tak your auld Cloak about you. x, 


In Winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 
And Boreas, wi' his blaſts ſae bald, 
Was threat” ning a? our ky to kill: 
Then Pell, my wife, wha lo'es nae Arife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 
Get up goodman, fave Cromy's life, 
And tak” your auld: cloak about ye. 


O Bell, why doſt thou flyte and ſcorn ? 
Thou kenft my cloak 1s very thin : 
It is ſo bare and overworn, 

A cricke he thereon cannot rin : 
Then TI nae langer borrow nor lend, 
For ance VII new apparel'd be, 
To- morrow I'll to town and ſpend, 
For I'll hae a new cloak about me. 
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My Cromie is an uſefu] cow, 
And ſhe is come of a good kine; 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairns?* mou, 
And I am laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne; 
Get up, goodman, it 1s fou time, 
The ſun ſhines in the lift ſae hie: 
Sloth never made a gracious end, | 
Gae tak' 1 auld ak- abend re. 
My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear: 
But now its ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I hae worn't this threty year; 
Let's ſpend the gear that we hae won, 
We little ken the day we'll die: 
Then I'll be proud, fince I hae ſworn 
To hae a new cloak about me. 


In days when our King Robert rang, 

His trews they coſt him ha'f a-crown 3 
He ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and lown ; 

He was the King that wore a crown, 
And thowrt a man of laigh degree, 
Tis pride puts a' the country down, 


Sae tak? thy auld cloak about thee, 


Ev'ry land kts its ain lough, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool ; ; 


Sr C 


L 


I A; Or, 
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I think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule; 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock and Hab, 
As they are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe ? 
I'll hae a new cloak about me. 


j „ 


Goodman, I wat 'tis threty years 
Since we did ane anither ken "1 
And we hae had between us twa, 
O' lads and bonny laſſes ten: 
Now, they are women grown and men, 
T with and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good huſband, 
E'en tak” your auld cloak about ye. 


| | p 

| Bell, my wife, the lo'es nae ſtriſe; 

| But ſhe wad guide me if ſhe can, 

| And to maintain an eaſy life, 2 
| T aft maun yield, tho? I'm goodman : 
| 

i 

| 

| 

| 


— — ꝗ ͤ.ä——⏑— N= Ape — _ 
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Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Wnleſs ye gi'e her a' the plea; 
Then 'I] leave aff where I began, 

And tak? my auld cloak about me; 


n 
A 
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SON G 160. I 
Tux BIVWT SOME BRIDAL. 


F Y let us a' to the bridal, 
| For there will be lilting there, 
| For Fock's to be marry'd to Maggie, 
| | The laſs wi the gowden hair; 
And there will be lang-kail and porridge, 
And bannocks of barley- meal, | 
| And there will be good ſa't herring, 1 
| To reliſh a * of good ale. 
3 


E let us, &e. 


And there will be 20 1 ſouter, at 
And Will wi” the meikle mou: | | 

And there will be Tam the blutter, 
With Andrew the tinker, I trow ;- + 
And there will be bow'd-leg'd Robie, 
With thumbleſs Katie's goodman ;, "20 
And there will be blue cheeked Dobbie / 
And Lawrie, the laird of the land. Sus | 
"mM let us, &c. 
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And plucky-fac'd Wat i' th' mill, 
Caper · nosꝰd Francie, and Gibbie 
That wons in the how o' the hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibby, - _ | | 
Wha ia wi” black Beſſy did mool, | 


| 
And there will be ſowlibber Patie, 5 
N 


% 
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With ſaiv'ling Lilly and Tibby, 
The laſs that ſtands aſt on the ſtool. 
let us, cc. 


And Ae that was buckl'd to Steeny, 
And coſt him grey breeks to his arſe, 
Wha after was hangit ſor ſtealing, 
| Great mercy. it happen'd nae warſe :. 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 
| And Kirſh wi' the lily white leg, 
Who gade to the South for manners, 
And bang'd. up her wame in monſmeg. 
H let us, &c. 


* 4 


And there will be Juden Mickurte. | 
| And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 
Wi' flea:-lugged ſharney-fac'd Lawrie, 
| And ſhangy mou'd halucket Meg. 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nanſy, 
And fair ſac'd Florie by name, 
Muck Madie, and fat-hippet Girſy, 
The laſs. wi? the gowden wame. 


y let us, Kc. 


| And there will be girn-again Gibby, 
8 Wi' his glaikit wife Jenny Bell, 
And meaſly-ſhin'd Mango Macapie, 
The lad that was ſkipper bimſel : 
There lads, and laffes in pearlings, 
Will feat i“ the heart of the ha, 
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And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. - 


* . < * 


ho 


On dee a farts; Fer” clin 
That are baith ſodden and raw. 


And there with be fadghiruiaditioectl 


With fouth of good gabbock of ſkate, 

Powſowdie, and drammock, and crowdie, 
And caller nowt- feet in a plate. 

And there will be partens and buckies, 1 2 
And whytens and ſpaldings enew, 

And lingit ſheep- heads and a haggies, 


y let us, &e. 


And there will Y Finke d-milk kebbucks, 
And ſowens, and farles, and baps, 

With ſwats and well ſcraped paunches, 
And brandy. in ſtoups and in caps: 


5 And there will be meal-kail and RAG | 


And ſkink to ſup. till ye rive; 
And roaits to roaſt on a brander - 


Of flowks that were taken alive. 
ET. i BEE 1176 &Cc. 


$ Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangles; 
And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 


Well riſe up and dance till we die. 


7 let us, &c. 


y let 5, Ke. | 
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8 0 * 5 161. 
> Tur F M a 10D. 


1 Am a poor maiden forſaken, 
Yet I bear a contented mind; 
I am a poor maiden forſaken, 
Yet 1! find another more kind: 
For, altho' 1 be forſaken, | 
Yet, this 1 would have you to know, 
I ne'er was fo ill provided 
But I'd two or three firings to my bow. 


I own that once 1 lov'd him, 
But. his ſcorn I could never endure ; 
Nor yet to that height of perfection, 
For his flights to love him the more: 
I own he was very engaging, 
Yet this I would have you to know, 
I ne'er was ſo ill provided, 
But I'd two or three firings to my bow. 


— 


Ve maidens who hear of my ditty, 
And are unto loving inclin'd, 
Mens minds they are ſubject to changing, 

And wavering like to the wind; 
Each object creates a new fancy: 

Then this I would have you to do; 

Be eaſy and free, and take pattern by me, 

And keep two or three ſtrings to your bow. 


J 
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Tur laſt time I came o'er the muir, 1 
I left my love behind me ; | 
Ye Pow'rs! what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me? | 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay 4 | | FO 
The beaming day enſuing, "2 
I met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for _— | 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtely ſporting. 

& We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 

Till night ſpread her black curtain. * # 

I piticd all beneath the ſkies, þ 13 | 

_ Ev'a kings when ſhe was nigh me; 

In raptures I beheld her eyes, | 
Which cou'd but ill deny me. 


| Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me, 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurrouſd me: 
Let hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my care at diſtance move, 
Ia proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. | 


In all my ſoul there's not one e place „ 
To let a rival enter; | 


3 


Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
| Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I gang o'er the muir, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 7 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho? I left her behind me: | 
Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom; _ 
There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 
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HERS ELI pe Highland ſhentleman, 
Pe auld as Pothwel prig, man; 
An' mony alterations ſeen 
Amang te Lawland Whig, man. 
, lat, Ke. 


Firſt when hey to the. Lawlands cam, 
Nainſell was drivigg cows, man: „ 

There was nae laws apout him's nerfe, 
Apout the precks or trews, man. 


oy 


— 


— . —⁰¹ - — watne HB ace —_ - 


The BRITISH SONGSTER. 


n 


| 
| 1 
| Nainſell did wear the pandczz | 
| The plaid prick't on her ſhoulder 
| The guide claymore hung pe her pelt, 
The piſtol tharg'd wr powder. 
But for whereas theſe curſed preeks, 
Wherewith her nerſe pe lockit, 
O hon! that e'er ſhe ſaw the day! 
For a' her houghs pe N 


Every t'ing in te Highlands now 
Pe turn't to alteration; 

The ſodger dwall at our toor ſheek, 
And tat's te great vexation. 


Scotland be turn't a Ningland now, 
An' laws pring on te cadger: 
Nainſell wad durk her for her deeds, 
But oh ſhe fears te ſodger. 


Anither law cam' after that, 
Me never ſaw te like, man: 

They mak” a lang road on te crund,. 
And ca? him Turnimſpike, man. 


An' wow ſhe pe a ponny road, 
Like Louden corn rigs, man 
Where twa carts may gang on her, 

An' no POPs ithers legs, man. 


They Berg a penny for ka 1 
In troth ſhe'll no pe ſheaper, 
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For nought put ga'n upo? the crund, 
And they gie me a 55 0 - 


They tak? te horſe t'en py te head, 
And Yere they mak” him ſtand, man; 
I.tell'd them that I ſeen te day 
He had nae fic command, man. 


'Nae dou'ts Nainſell maun tra her purſe, 


And pay them what hims like, man ; 
PII fee a ſhugement on his toor, 
T'at filthy Turnimſpike, man. 


But 1'll awa to te Highland hills, 


Where t'eil a ane dare turn her, 
And no come near her T urnimſpike, 
. it pe to purn her. 


SO N G 164: 
KATHARINE . 5 


A S walking forth to view the plain, 


Upon a morning early, 


From flow'rs which grew ſo rarely: 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 
She ſhin's though it was foggy; 


While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 
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I aſk'd her et Seer Sir, the faid, 
* name is Katharine "ED 
I food a 'w " did ELM 
To ſee a nymph ſo ſtately; 
$o briſk an air there did appear, 
In a country-maid ſo neatly : 
Such nat'ral ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
| Like a lilie in a boggie; 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 


Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Thou flow'r of females, Beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize theez 
Though thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee ; ; 
Thy handſome air and graceful look, 
| Far excells any clowniſh rogie 
| Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogie. 


O were I but a ſhepherd ſwain ! | 
| To feed my flock beſide thee, I 
At boughting time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee ; 
I'd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Rate, my club, and dogie, 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogie. 


— Cn , — —— ——b— 
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Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, | 
And ftateſmen's dangerous ſtations z 
I'd be no king, I'd wear no crowng,, 
I'd ſmile at conqu'ring-nationg g * 
Might I careſs and ſtill poſſeſs * _— 
This laſs of whom I'm vogie ; | | 
For theſe are toys, and Rill look leſs, - | 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But J fear the gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a creature, 
Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 
Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and foggy ; 
Ti my caſe, ye pow'rs above, 
Hie I die * Katharine e 
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Tat Wax D'aIxG SAILOR. 
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HE Wand'ring Sailor ploughs the main, 
ene 4 in life to gain; | „„ 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, . -:: =o 
To find at laſt content and eaſe; "1 
In hopes when teil and Aer, 6 en, „„ 
To anchor on his native ö 
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| When winds blow hard and mountains roll, | 
| And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; | 
Though dre waves ſurrounding foam, 1 
Still flaW riog fa cy wafts him home: | il. 
| TT 1n hopes, &c. | 
| When round the bow! the jovial crew, © | 15 
| The early ſcenes of youth renew; 1 * 
| Though each his fav'rite fair will boalt, A 
| "This is the univerſal toaſt : — 
| May we, when toil and dangers 9 er, „ 
| "Caſt anchor \ on our native Hare. W eee 
[| Pits; vis x: Ho vs E. 3 
1 | 
| As Sylvia in a foreſt lay, | nt”, a 
| To vent her woe alone; . = Jo 
| Her ſwain, Sylvander, came that uns Ye — 2 
And heard her dying moan. 4 : 
Ah! i is my love, the ſaid, to you 1 
| So worthleſs and fo van ME 
Why is your wonted lags. now 1 
| Converted to diſdain? 


You vow'd the light ſhou'd darkneſs turn, - | 
E'er you'd exchagge your love; 45 XX 

In ſhades now may creation mourn, 0 

Since you unfaithful prove, 
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i! } Was it for this I credit gave 
1 li To ev'ry oath you ſwore? 
| But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceiy 1 


Who moſt our charms adorg® 4. 


| Tis plain your drift was all Fe... as 
| The practice of mankind ; 
_ F Alas! I ſee it, but too late, 
- «ll My love had made me blind. 
I For you, delighted I could die; 
1 But oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 
|. To. think that credulous conſtant I 1 
Shou'd by yourſelf be kill'd. 


EC. - LE 'S 


This laid al breathleſs, fick and pale, 
Her head upon her hand, 
| She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes at a ſtanß ce. 
Y Sylrander then began to welt; „ 
But e'er the word was given, | 


| The heavy hand of Death ſhe felt, 
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—_— — A i a — = — * ad —— * — 
rr * 2 


83 — Inno... — — 
— — 


* ag 


1 And ſigh'd her ſoul to Heaven. | 

i F | 
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Many S.cor. 


. the love which meets return, 
| | When in | foft Eames fouls <P burn; 1 


* 0 
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| But wad are wanting to difcovyer ' | 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 55 7 > 
| Ye regiſters, £ Heav'n, relate, | = 
EI looking SEE rolls of Fate, | | 
Did you ti dee mark'd to marrow <4] 
| Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? >. 


Her love the gods above muſt ſharez _ 
While mortals with deſpair explore 4%, 
And at diſtance due adore her, © 

O lovely maid { my doubts beguile, 

| | Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 

| a Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 

4 Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow, 


| Ah no! her formꝰs tos heavnly fair, 
| 


Be huſh, ye fears, PII not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then PII go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh ; 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 
| When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
| We'll make a paradiſe in Yarrow, 


* 
9 
A 


n, — ep 
8 0 N G 168. 
To the Tune of the foregoing, 


| I was femme: and the day was fair, 
& Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 
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Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 
I wander o'er the braes of Yarrow ;. 

Till then deſpiſing beauty”s power, 
L kept my heart, my own, ſecul . : 
But Cupid's art did there deceive me 


And _— s charms do now. enen ewe. 


Will 4 love no bribe receive “ 
No ranſom take for Mary's flave ? 


Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me; * 


Her lovely fmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compare, 
Since firſt I faw this charming fair: 


- This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 


In Nature's garden has no matrow. 


Had I of Heaven but one requeſt, 
I'd aſk to.ly. in Mary's breaſt: 


There would I live or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leifure ; 
Deſpiſing kings and all that's great, 
I'd ſmile at courts and courtier's fate; 
My joy compieat on ſuch a marrow, 
Fd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow... 


ut tho? ſuch, bliſs I ne'er ſhould: gain, F 
Contented till Fil wear my chain, 
Ia hopes my faithful heart may move her ; 
For leauing life Ell always love her. 
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What doubts ana lover's: mind? 
That breaſt, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind; 
And he hall . become My marrow, . 


3 1 God? | 
Tune, The Bridegroom greets. 4 


W HEN the ſheep. are in the fauld, and the 45 
\ 2: Mt hame, „ 

And” a the warld to Nleep a are . . 

The waes of my heart fa's in ſhowers frae my ee, 

When my goodman lyes found by me. 


12 


Voung Jemmy 150'd me well, and he n me 
for his. brd. „„ ruled 
But faving a crown he had e belide 3 1 
To mak”? that n a . * rer gade | 
to ſea, 1 + 2 4*] 5 1 


ff 


And the crown and the pond were vaith for n me. 


"Ms had nae bick awe” a week but. le _— 4 
When my mither — ſell 2 and the cow was 1 
ſtoun awaig | > 0b. id batt 

My father brak' his arm, ** my Ws at the "A | 

And auld Robin Grey came a 1 me. 


w 
: 


- My father abdeal work, Fe mechitbeddnlks folk, 
I toil'd day and night, but their bread I cudnaꝰ win; 


Rr 
» © * 
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| Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and wi' tears 
in his ee, | | 
Said, Jenny for their files; O marry me. 


— - — ̃ EO  E—_. 


My heart it ſaid ray, 1 look'd| For J em 

But the wind it blew high, and 
wreck, | 

The ſhip it was a 3 why didna . die? 

And why do I live to ſay waes me? 


Auld Robin 22 (air, tho! 1 * mither didna 
ſpeak, 
She look'd in my face till my heart was like to 
break, 
80 they gi ed him my hand, tho” my heart was 
in the ſea, 


F And auld Robin Grey is gudeman to me. 


I hadaa been a wife a week but only four, 
Whea fitting ſae mournfully at the door, get. 
I faw my Jemmy's wreath, for I eudna think it he, 
Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee. 


O fair did we greet, and muckle did we ſay ; | 

We took but ae kiſs, and we tore ourſelves : away : : | 
I wiſh I were dead but Pm no like to die; 5 
| And why do live to ſay waes me? | ; 

I gang like a ghoil, and carena to ſpi | 
I darena think on Jemmy, for that wou'd be a ſin ; 
| But I'll do my beſt a gude wife to be, 

For auld Robin Grey is kind unto me. 


4 
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4 law lads think they are fine; 
But O, they” re vain and idly gawdy! 1 
| How much unlike that gracefu” mein, : 8 
| And manly looks of my highland laddie : | 
| O my benny, bonny highland laddie, | 
My handſome charming highland laddie ; > 
May heav'n till guard, aud love reward 
Our lawland laſs, and her re W 


75 . 4 5 


fl N e at will to chuſe, EY 3 2 0p 
Lo be the wealthieſt lawland lady, | 5 
F Pd take young Donald without trews, 

X Wich bonne blue, and belted plaidy. 


CCC dl bonny,. Ke. 


1 12 
* * 


The braweſt beau in burrow's-town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him he's but a clown 3 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
: 0 * bow, &e. 


O'er ht hill with him I'll run, 1 SES 
And leave'my lawland kin and dady, — 
PFrae winter's cauld, and ſummer's To, - 
| He'll E N me with his highland plaidy. : 
4 *" my 3 ke. 


py 
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A painted room, and filken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady ; 
But I can kiſs and be as glad, 
Behind a buſh i in's TE ph; laidy. 8 


Few compliments between us paſs, 
I ca? him my dear highland laddie, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 
dee rows me in beneath his plaidie. 
| | LO my Aa &. 


Nae greater joy II e'er ck 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While Hear" a RE my * laddie. 
3 Om banny, &c. 
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Erie Banxs, 


| On Etrick banks, in a ſummers night, 

At glooming when the ſheep drave _, 

I met my laſſie braw and tight, 
Come wading barefoot a' her lane. 

My heart grew light, I ran, I flang 
My arms about her lily neck, 

And kiſs'd and clapt her there fou lang, 
My words they were na oy feck. 


— — — —— — — — — 


I | ſaid, „ My Jaffe, will ye go 
To the Highland hills, the Erſe'to learn 7 | 
PII baith gie thee a cow and ew, | | 
come to the brigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law; 
Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 


All day when we have wrought-enough, 

When winter, froſts, and ſnaw begin, 

| Soon as the ſun gaes welt the loch, 

1 night when ye fit down to b 

& I'n ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring, 
And thus the weary night we'll end; 

Till the tender kid and lamb- time bie 
Our pleaſant ſummer back * 


Syne whey the trees are in their bloom, 

And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my laſs amang the broom, 

And lead po to my ſummer ſhield. 
Then far frae a' their ſcornfu? din, B 
That mak' the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and hogs 
And gar the langeſt wy ſeem ſhort, 


7 4 * 
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SONG 172. 


ö J QLLY. mortals,. fall your glaſh | es; 

Noble deeds are done by wine 

Scorn the nymph and all her graces: 
Who'd for love or beauty pine? 


Lock upon this bowl that's flowing, 
| And a thoufand charms you'll find, - 
| More than in Chloe when juſt Zoing. 

In the moment to be kind. 5 


Alexander hated thinking : . i 
Drank about at council- board ; . 
Made friends, and gain'd the world by drinking 

M ore than by bis dee ſword. 1 


S ON G 173. 
O H ! lead me to ſome peaceful » room, 
Where none but honeſt fellows come, | 


Where wives loud clappers never ſound, 
But an eternal Jaugh goes round. 


There let me drown in wine my pain, 
And never think of home again: 
What comfort can a huſband have, 

To rale the houſe where he's a ſlave? 
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TRE ſpring- time returns, and clothes the green 
. plains, | 


And Alloa ſhines more chearful and gay 3 : 


The lark tunes his throat, and 1 * | 


ſwains 
Sing merrily round me where-ever I fray: 
But Sandy nae mair returns to my vie w; 
Nae ſpring · time me chears, nae muſic can charm ; 
He's gane! and, I fear me, for ever: adieu! 
Adieu every pleaſure this boſom can warm! 
O Alloa-houſe ! how much art thou 1 ! 
How filent, how dull to me is each grove !* 
Ware [ here wander where ance we both rang'd, 
Alas ! where to pleaſe me my Sandy ance ftrove ! 
Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that you tauld, 
Here liſt'ned too fond whenever you ſung; 
Am I grown leſs fair Ly that you vue turn'd 
cauld ? 
Or fooliſh, believ'd a falſe, Ns tongue ? 2 


80 ſpoke the fair maid, when Se s keen pain, 
And Shame, her laſt fault'ring accents ſuppreſt; 

For Fate at that moment, r back her dear 
{wain, 


Who heard, and, wi pleaſure, his Nelly addreft , 


Arroa Hoss. he " 


1 
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My Nelly! my fair, I come ; O my love! | 
Nae power ſhall thee tear again from my arms, 
And, Nelly, nae mair thy fond ſhepherd reprove. | 
Who knows thy fair worth, and adores a' thy 
charms, "I 


She heard; and new joy ſhot thro' her ſaft frame, 
And will you, my Love! be true? ſhe replied : 
And live I to meet my fond ſhepherd the ſame ? 
Or dream T that Sandy will make me his bride ? 
O Nelly? I live to find thee ſtil] kind: | 
Still true to 127 ſwain, and lovely as true: 
Then adieu to a' ſorrow; what ſoul is ſo blind, 
As not to live happy for ever with you. 


And you not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me? 

On lords, thy admirers cou'd look wi' diſdain, 

And knew I was naething, yet pitied my pain ? 

You ſaid, while they teaz'd you with qonlenſs- and 
dreſs, 

When real the paſſion, the vanity s leſs ; 

You ſaw ethro' that ſilence which Ae deſpiſe, 


And, while beaux were a tauking, read love in my 
eyes. | 


re 144 — 2 
8 0 N G 17s. 
| By D. A. WerBsTErR. 
To the Tune of the foregoing. 
td ! how cou'd I venture to love ane like thee, 
PER 
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O! how ſhall I fauld thee, and kiſs a' thy charms, 
Till fainting wi“ pleaſure, I die in your arms: | 
Thro? a' the wild tranſports of ecſtaſy toſt, 
'Till finkin.g together, together we're Joſt ! 
Oh! where is the maid that, like thee,ne'ercan cloy, 
Whoſe wit does enliven each dull pauſe of joy; 
| And when the ſhort raptures are all at an end, : 
From beautiful miſtreſs turns ſenſible friend? | So 


In vain do I praiſe thee, or ftrive to reveal, 
Too nice for expreſſion, which only we feel. | 

| In a' that you do, in each look and each mein, 

J Thy graces in- waiting adorn you unſeen, _ | 
When I ſee you, I love you; when hearing adore © wY 
I ' wonder, and think you a woman no moe; 

F Till mad wi” admiring, I cannot contain, 

And kiffing your lips, you turn woman again. 


| With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair ? 

| I'll gaze on thy beauties, and look awa care: 

Ill aſk thy advice when with troubles oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt. 

In all that I write I'll thy judgment inquire ; 
Thy wit ſhall correct what thy love did inſpire : ” 
I'll kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is all o'er, 
And thea live in friendſhip, when paſſion's no more. 
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SONG 176. 


Sowell Mortals, &c. 


LX᷑. be Jovial, fill our glaſſes; 
Madneſs *tis for us to think, 

How the world is rul'd by aſſes, 
And the wiſe are fway'd by chink. 


Then never let vain cares oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a ſnare, _ 
We're ev*ry one as rich as Crœſus, 
Y While our bottle drowns our care. 
2 Wine will make us red as rofes, 
And our ſorrows quite forget: 
Come let us fuddle all our noſes. 
Drink ourſelves quit out of debt. 


When grim death is looking for us, 
We're caroufing o'er our bowls, | |, 
Bacchus j joining in the chorus, 
| Cries, Death, begone t here” none bat ſouls, 


Cod like Bacchus thus „ 
 Vrembling Death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding | 

Drinking fouls can never die. 
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1 Cxask, rude Boreas, bluſt' ring raiſer, N 
1 Lift” ye landmen all to me; 
Mels mates, hear a brother ſailor, 

Sing the dangers of the ſea. 1 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds rife, 

To the tempett-troubled ocean, 
When the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


— — ' IS WB/ey 
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Hark! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
'2 By top ſail ſheets and hallyards ſtand ; 
f Down top-gallants, quick, be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand. 
Nov it freſhens, ſet the braces, 

The lee top- ſail ſheets let go; 
Looff, boys, Tooff, den't make wry faces, 
Up your top-fails nimbly clew. 


Now all you on down beds ſporting. ob 
Fondly lock'd *twixt beauty's "_—_ : FF 
Freſh enjoyment, wanton courting, U oe "I 
Safe from all but love's alarm. 
Around us roars the tempelt Jouder ; 
Think what fears our minds enthrall : 2 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Now again the boatſwain's call. 


Y 
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The _— yards point en wind, boys, 
| See all clear to reef each courſe ;/ . 
| Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 
| Tho' the weather ſhou'd be worſe. 
Fore and aft the ſpritfail-yard get, 
Reef the m1zen, ſee all clear; 
Hands up, each preventure brace ſet, 
|. Man. the fore - yard; cheer, lads, Cheer. 


4 


Nov the dreadful thunder's roaring | 
Peals on peals contending claſh ! 

On qur heads fierce raia falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue light'nings flaſh. 

One wide water all around us, 
All above but one black ſky ! 

Diff' rent deaths at once ſurround us: 
Hark! what.4 means 25 dreadful cry 2 


2 


oy foremaſlꝰs gone, cries ev'ry tongue out, 
>er the lee, twelve feet bove deck! 
A vt beneath the cheſree's ſprung out ! 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick, the lanniards cut to pieces, 
Come, my. hearts, be out and bold ;- 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet watec's in the hold ar 


While-o'er-the ſhip the wild waves beating, 
We for wives and' ellildren mourn : 

Alas l from hence there's no retreatings, 

** to them there's no return! 


Y —_ 
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Still the leak. is gaining on uss | 

[1 Both chain - pumps are choak'd below + 1 

Heav'n have mercy here upon us! L Had © 
Only HE. can . Aol i % il 


On the lee · beam is the land, B ah 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown ;_ - w = 
To the pumps come ev'ry hand, boys, “ 
See ! her mizzen-maſt is gone. 
The leak we've found; it cannot pour faſt, 
We? ve lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Then up and rig a jury foremaſt, 1 TY 
She's tight, ſhe's tight, boys, wear off ſhore. 


Now, once more, on joys we're thinking, Ay 
Since kind Fortune ſav'd our lives; 4 
Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweet hearts, and our wives. 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it; 5 
Cloſe to lips the brimmer join. 
| Where's the tempeſt now? who feels it?; I 
None ;—our danger's drown'd in wine. 7 


- — - -- 
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: Tur ſilver moon's enamour'd bean N 4 
Steals fofcly through the night, 5343 | | 
To wanton in the winding ſtream, 


And kiſs reflected light. 
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To courts begone, heart ſoothing fleep, 


— 


Where you've ſo ſeldom been; 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and Wee kpeckost wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, | 
"Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And pives the promis'd May. 


| The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare, 


The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


PII tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 

Till new-walk'd birds diſtend their 71 
And hail the maid I love. 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green: 

Fond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks, 


'Tis Kate of Aberdeen * 


| Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 


Where elves difportive play, | 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or fing their love tun'd lay ; 

Till May in morning robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen, 


The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, | 


« Here's Kate of Aberdeen!“ 
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Tre 8 Hair” D EL 


Tu yellow hair'd laddie ſat down on yon . 
Cries, milk the ewes, laſſie, let nane of them gaez 
And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, „ 
The yellow-hair'd laddie ſhall be my goodman. 

| And ay ſhe milked, & e. 


The weather is cauld, and my claithing is thin, 
The ewes are new clipped, they winna bught in: 
They winna bught in tho? I ſhou'd die, 

O yellow-haic'd laddie, be kind to me. 
They winna vg in, 4. 


The 4 1 cries butt the houſe, Jenny, come 
ben, | 
The cheeſe is to mak, and the butter's to ks 3 
Tho? butter, and cheeſe, and a? ſhou'd ſour, 
I'll crack and kiſs wi' my love ae haff hour; 
It's ae haff hour, and we's e'en mak it three, 


For the yellow hair'd laddie my huſband ſhall be. 


| | 


SONG 180. 
To the Tune of the foregoing. 


IN April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 


The yellow-hair'd Jaddie would oftentimes go 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees 
3 . | 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his love's ev*ning and morn; 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and enchanting a ſound, 
That ſylvans and fairies unſeen * * 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, Tho! young Maya be 
| fair, | 
Her beauty is daſh'd with. a ſcornfu' proud air ; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly cou'd fing ; 


8 Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Medici in 1 all the gay bloom of her youth, 

Like the moon Was unconſtant, * never ſpoke 
- truth; - 

But Suſie was faithful, good- .humour'd, and free, 

And fair as the n which ſprung from the ſea, 


That mamma) s fine daughter with * her grent 
dow'r, | 


Was aukwardly airy, and . Cow” LH 


Then, fighting, he wiſh'd, wou'd parents agree, 


The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


„ \ | 
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'To the Tune of the foregoing; 


| Peggy. 
* Wu firſt my dear laddie ons to the green 


hill, 
And I at ewe. milking firſt V0 my young ſkill, 
To bear the milk bowie nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bogkting forgather'd with thee. 


Patie. 


When corn + rigs wav'd a yellow, and blue ethers 


belle 
Bloom'd bonny on e and ſweet riſing fells. 


Nae birns, briers, or brechens, ga'e trouble to me, 
If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 


| Peggy: 8 

When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, | | 
And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain: 
Thy ilka ſport manlie ga'e pleaſure to me; 
For nane can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee. 


Patie. 


Our Jenny ſings ſaftly zhe Coauden broom knows, | 
And Roſie lilts ſweetly he milking the ewes ; | 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nancy can fing 


At throw the wosd, laddie, Beſs gars our lugs ring; IF 
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But Sw my how Peggy fings, with better ſkill, 

The Boatman, Tweedjide, or the laſs of the mill. 
*Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſant to me; 

For tho? they ſing nicely, they cannot like thee. 


—— — ONS — — 


Peggy. | | 
How eaſy can laſſes trow what they defire! 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes Jove's fire: 
Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be, 
To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee. 


Po OD Ee TIES — or wt —— x CIA —- 22 
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SONG 182. 
Sung in Tas GERTIE SHEPnrnD. 


Patie. 


By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 
And rowing eye, which ſmiling tells the truth, 
I gueſs, my laſſie, that as well as I, 
You're made for love, and way ſhould ye deny? 


” 
— — õꝙè e , e e e I IIEEICy 


Peggy. 


. But ken ye, lad, gin we 1 o' er ſoon, 

| Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done: 
The maiden that o'er quickly tines her power, 

Like unripe fruit will taſte but hard aud ſow'r. 
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Patie. 


Bot when they hing o'er Jang upon the tree, 1 

| Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may e- : 
| Red cheeked you compleatly ripe appear, | = b 
| | And I bave thol'd and woo'd a lang b f year. f 


| 5 | 
Then dinna pu' me; gently thus I fa* 
Into my Paty's arms for good and a'; 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this frank embrace, : 
And mint nae farther til we ve "Ron 1 8 


Patie. . 


0 charming armsfu' ! hence, ye cares, of, ö 
I'll kiſs my treaſure a? the live- lang day; ; 
A' night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 


2 


| CHORUS, 

Sun, gallop down the aueſtlin ſkies, 
| Gang ſoon to bed, and guickly riſe: 
| O laſh your fleeds, poſt time away, 
| And haſte about our bridal day: 
| And if ye're wearied, honeſt light, 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week, that nights 


AY A 


E 
%* 4. P — a 


s. ELTA. 


4 * 


SONG 1583. 


Parv's Mirz. 


Tun laſs of Paty's ey 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkil . 
Hath ftole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay 
Bare headed on the green, 
Love *midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her cen. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawfl, 

To age it would give youth, 

| To preſs em with his hand: 

| Through all my ſpirits ran 

ay extaſy of bliſs, 

When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


1 
— 
* 
— 


— 
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Without the help of . 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
| Her looks they were ſo mild, 


| Free from affected pride, 
| She me to love beguil'd, | 


I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


ID K 
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O had Hall that wealth 
Hoptoun's high wountain's fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at * will ; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Paty's mill, ; 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame with me. 


1 rr 


— 
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5 Wat ye wha I met yeſtreen? 
Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 2 
Coming down the ſtreet, my jo? 2 | | 
My miſtreſs in her tartan ſereen, 
Fow boany, braw, and ſweet, my jo: 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, 
That never wiſh'd a lover ill, 
Since ye' re out of your mither's fight, 1 
Let's take a wa k up to the hill. | 


* — —— — —E—p4— — 
> 2 
— 7 2 1 


O Katy, wiltu' gang wi' me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while? | 
The bloffom's ſprouting frae the tree, | 
And a' the ſimmer's gaw'n to ſmile : 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 
The _— lambs, and Eu hind; 


mo CEC bn 


a _ vw 


In ilka dale, green, ſhaw, and pork; 2 
| Will nouriſh health, and glad ye'r 1 


Soon as the clear ——— of day, 
Bends up his morning-draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſome burn- fide and play, 
And gather flowers to buſk ye'r brow: 
We'll pou the daiſies on the green, | 
The lucken gowans frae the bog; 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
A canny, ſoft, and flow'ry den, 
Where circling birks have form'd a bew'r: 
Whene'er the ſurf grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove; 
There wall 1 lack thee in mine arm, 4 


And love and kiſs, and kiſs and lore. 


An-... hp (eps: -n... 
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KarTty's ANSWER. 


Myr mither's ay glowran o'er me, 
Though ſhe did the ſame, before me 
T canna get leave to look to my loove, 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 
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Right faia wad I take ye'r offer, 
| Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher; 
Then Sandy, ye'll fret, and wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
Whene'er ye keek in your toom coffer. 


— 2 


. mi —᷑ ,. 


For tho' my father has plenty, 1 
Of filler and pleniſhing A . 3 
{ Yet he's unco ſwear to twin wi' his gear, 
| And ſae we had need to be tenty. 
Tutor my parents wi' caution, 
Be wylie in ilka motion, 
Brag weel of ye'r land, and there's my leal band, 
Wia them, I'll be- at your devotion. 


— — — 
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SONG 186. 
TULLOCHGORUM. 
< ompoſed by a Clergyman at Aarau 


Fidlers, your pins in temper fix, 
And rozet weel your fidd le- ſticks; 
But baniſh vile Italian tricks 
| Frae out your quorum, 2 
Nor fortes wi' pianos mix 5 
Gie's Tullochgarum. 
: 72 R. FER CUSsOR. 
Come, gie's a ſang, the Lady cry 'd, 
And lay your diſputes all aſide, 
What ſignifies't for folks to chide 


For what's been done before them 


\/ — — ——— — 


— 


\" 4 Reade = a — —— . . | a - —— 


Let Whig and Torry all agree, 

Whig and Torry, Whig and Torry, 

Let Whig and Torry all agree, 
To drop their whigmegmorum: 

Let Whig and Torry all agree, 

To ſpend this night with mirth and glee, 

And chearfu' ſing alang wi” me | 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


| | Tullochgorum's my delight, 
It gars us a' in ane unite; | 4 
And ony ſumph that keeps up fpite, 
In conſcience J abhor him. | | 
Blithe and merry we's be a', 
Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 
Blithe and merry we's be a', | 
To make a cheerfu' quorum. 
Blithe and merry we's be a', 4 
As lang's we ha'e breath to draw, 
And dance, *till we be like to fa', 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


il 
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; 
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There needs na'-be ſo great a phraſe 
Wi dringing dull Italian lays, 

I wadna gre our ain Strathſpeys 
For half a hundred ſcore o'em : 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Douff and dowie, douff and dowie; 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 


Wi' a' their variorem : 


— . , era. 
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They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Their allegroes, and a' the reſt, 

| They cannot pleaſe a Highland taſte, 

| Compar'd wr Tullochgorum. < 


Let warldly minds themſelves oppreſe . | 
Wi' fear of want, and double ceſs-; 
And filly ſauls themſelves diſtreſs | 
| Wyr' keeping up decorum: | ” 
Shall we ſac ſour and ſulky fit, | 
Sour and ſoulky, ſour and Alba; : 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, 
Like auld Philofophorum ? - 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky "ll 


Wi' neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit? 


And canna rile to ſhake a fit [ 
At the reel of Lullochgorume 1 
May choiceſt bleſſings ſtill ata | 
Each honeſt hearted open fliend. , 
And calm and quiet be his end. L 
Be a' that's good before hid! 1 
May peace and plenty be his lot, ir d 
Peace and plenty, peace and plentiyj; , f 


May peace and plenty be his lat, - 4 14 
And dainties a? great ſtore oem! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, „ 
Unſtain'd by any vicious blot : W 
And may he never want a groat 
That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


| D — — 1 9 * 
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But for the „ fool, 

Who wants to be oppreſſion's tool, 
May envy gnaw his rotten ſoul, 
And blackeft ftends devour him 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 

Dole and forrow, dole and ſorrow, 

May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 

And honeſt ſouls abhor him! 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And a' the ills that come frac France, 
Whoe'er he be that winna dance 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


2 . 
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„ Donor === nr oo Doo n2C ot 
SONG 187. 
Tae War ro rtee Him. 


Yet fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will ; ; 

Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf —_—_ 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill: 

Say, will you deign the verſe to he, 
Where flatt*ry bears no part? - 

An honeft verſe that flows ſincere, 

* And candid en the heart. 


\ 


Great is your pow'r, but 1 yet. 
Mankind it might engage, 
If, as ye all can make a net, 


Ye all could make a cage. 
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Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take, 
For who's to Wan, blind? 

But to what end a pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 


Attend the counſel often told— 
Too often told in vain— _ 

Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, Zo 1 
And lock the lover's chain. ; 

Gameſlers to little purpoſe win, 
Wbo loſe again as faſt; 

Though beauty may he charm begin, 
Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


nr od 12 ee 
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TRE Bros oF Cowprnenows. 


H OW blyth, ilk morn, was I to ſee 1 
My ſwain come o'er the hill ! 4 

He ſkipt the burn, and flew to me; . 
I met him wi' good will. | bs |. 

O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 
The broom o' Comdenknows ; 

7 wiſh I were wi my dear ſwain, 


Vi his pipe and my e. . een 7 «I 


I neither wanted ew nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay; 


226 SrCECILIA; Or, 


* 


— — — — 


Fe gather'd in my Beep at . 
And chear'd me a' the day. | 
| a the broom, &c. 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſac ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt' ning by; 

Ev'n the dull cattle ſtood and gaz'd, | 

Charm'd wi' his melody. 5 


0 the broom, &c. 


While thus we ſpent our time, by turns 
| Betwixt our flocks and play, 
| I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 

| Tho? ne'er ſo rich and gay. 
| O the broom, &c. 


Hard fate ! that I ſhou'd baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, - 


| Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born! 


O the broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour ; 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be? = 
He ftaw my heart ; cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 4 
O the broom, &Cc. 


My doggie, and my little kit, 
That held my wee ſoup whey, 


— — 7 — 
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My plaidy, broach, and wich Rick, 
Ke now ly uſeleſs by. 
| 0 the broom, &c. 


Adieu, ye Seen adieu, 
Farewel a' pleaſures there 
Le gods, reſtore me to my ſwain, 
1 Is a I crave, or care 
| O the broom, &c. 


SONG 189 
By Mr Gar. 
Tus 1 ſtand, like a Turk, with my doxies 


| around; +: | 
From all 5 their glances his paſſion confound ! | 
For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, | 
And different beauties ſubdue him by turns: 
Each calls forth her charms to provoke his deſires, 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires ; 
But think of this maxim and put off all ſorrow, 
The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow. 
But think of this maxim, &c. 


De. 
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Arran Warts. 


Wrar numbers ſhall the muſe repeat ? 
What verſe be found to praiſe my Annie t E 
On her ten thoufand graces wait, 


Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe's 15 3 


Since firſt ſhe trod the happy plain, 

| She ſet each youthfu? heart on fire; 

Each nymph does to her ſwain complain, 
That Annie kindles new deſire. 


This lovely darling, deareſt care, 
This new delight, this charming Annie, 
Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye. 
A day the am'rous youths conveen, 
Joyous they ſport and play before her; 
A night, when ſhe nae mair is ſeen, 
In bliſsful dreams they ſtill adore Per. 


Amang the crowd Amyntor came, 


He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie; 
His riſing ſighs expreſs his flame, 
His words were few, his wiſhes many. 
Wi' ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 
Kind Shepherd, Why ſhou'd I deceive ye!? 
Alas! your love maun. be deny'd,' 
This deſtin'd breaſt can neꝰ er relieve ye. 
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Young Damon cms, with Cupid's art, 

His wiles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 0 
| He ſtaw awa' my virgin- heart; 

Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing.” 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 

On yonder plain the nymphs are many; ; 
Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin'd, 

And leave to Damon his own Annie. 


„ $0NG 


JAN 11 GAY. 


# As Jamie gay gang'd byth his way, 
Alang the river Tweed, 
A bonny laſs as e'er was ſeen, | 
Came tripping o'er the mead. + | 4 +»; 
The hearty ſwain, untaught to ſeign, bi A | 
Ihe buxom nymph ſurvey'd, 1 
And full of glee as lad could be, 
Beſpoke the pretty maid. 


Dear laſſie tell, why by thineſell 
Thou haft'ly wand'reſt here. 

My ewes, ſhe cry'd are ſtraying wide, 
Canſt tel] me, laddie, where ? 

To town I' hie, he made reply, + | 
Some meikle ſport to ſee, 


N 
1 
+ 
” 
[| 
17 
1 1 | 
F b 
= 
44% 
1 


* 
1 
408 
. 
E . 
* 
1 
Hr 
o * 
14 
1 
1. 
1 
4 
. i 
£ 
1 
i; 
+ 
2.4 


— — — e —— — — —. 


230 Sr CECILI A; Or, 


But thou'rt ſo ſweet, Wa neat, 


Til ſeek the ewes with thee. | 25 


She gae'm her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But lik'd the youth's intent. ; 

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale 
Right merrily they went. 

The birds ſang ſweet, the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around? 

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lovers crown'd. 


——— —— —— 
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And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 

The zenith of his power, 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs. the mid-day hour. 

The bonny lad rowd in his plaid | 

The Jaſs, who ſcorn'd to frown 3 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he to gang to town. 


S -- -- --- „„ South ο - α⏑ 


SONG 192. 
My Heart's my ain. 
TS nac very lang finſyne, 


That I had a lad of my ain: 
But now he's awa' to anither, 
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| 14 And left me a' my lain: 
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The laſs he” s courting has Giles 
And I hae nane at a'; 

And 'tis nought but the love of ahi niches) | 
That! s tane my lad awa'. 


But I'm blyth, that my heart's my ain, 
And Il keep it a' my lite, 
Uatil that I meet wi' a lad 
Who has ſenſe to wale a good wife. 
For though I ſay't myſell, 
That ſhou'd nae ſay't ?tis. true, 
The lad that gets me for a wife, 
He'll ne'er hae occaſion to rue. 


——— un — 
— — — F ˙ ˙³ ẽ,???¾— T . . , e , 
P a 


2 gang ay fou clean and fou & 
As a' the neighbours can tell; 
| Though I've ſeldom a gown on my back, 
= . But ke av L ſpin m y ſell. | 
And when, Lam clad in my curtſey, „„ „„ 
J think my ſell as braw; 
As Suſy, wi' a' her pearling, | 
That's tane my lad awa'. 


[ But I wiſh they 1 were 5 1 5 : 
| And may they live happy for life: 
Tho' Willie does flight me, and's leſt me, 
The chield he deſerves a good wife. 
But, O! I'm blyth that L've miſs'd n 
As blyth as I weel can be; ? 
For ane that's ſae keen o' the liter, 
Will ne'er agree \ wi” me. 


P<4 


FR Be ent nmmmm_mmmmm_mmmmmlldg iN Ae en mmmmem_mmmmmmmkds og 


1 232 8ST C.ECILI A; Or, 


But as the truth is, I'm hearty, 

I hate to be ſcrimpit or ſcant; 
The wie thing I hae, I'll make uſe o't, 
And nae ane about me ſhall want. 

For 1 m a good guide o the warld, 
I ken when I ha'd to gie . 
For whinging and cringing for filler, 
Will ne'er agree wi' me. 
Contentment is better than riches; Res 
| An' he wha has that has enough; | | | 
T he mefter is ſeldom ſae happy | 
{ As Robin that drives the plough x | 
But if a young lad wou'd caſt up, 
To make me his partner for life; 
If the chield has the ſenſe to be happy, 
He'll fa“ on his feet for a wife. : 


. — n e e 4 4ů—4˙4 4 
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Aer gay ones and great, 4 
Make the moſt of their fate, : 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a jot, 
I envy them not, 
While 1 have ME __ and wy gun. 


For a air, 


| To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; 


Gore TW n * * „ ew * 


The blies I Und. K 
No ſtings leave behind, 7 
But health and diverſion unite. 
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Her ſheep had i in ers kept cloſe to 2 grove, | 
To hide from the rigours of day? = 

| and Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine a ys | 1 a 

Among the ſweet violets lay; E 

Ayoungling, i it ſeems, had been ſtole from ji dais 2 

(e Toixt Cupid and Hymen a plot), 5 4 

F That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd 11 bis lamb. 

E | Arrive at the critical ſpot. - — 4 


DDr 


As ihro' the gay hedge for his Jambkin he Peeps, 

He ſaw the ſweet maid with ſurpriſe ; 

Ve gods ! if ſo killing,“ he ery'd, © when * 

6. fleepe, 

« Pm loſt when ſhe opens her eyes! 

6e To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
„I'll onwards my lambkin to trace:“ 

| In vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, | 

For love held him nail'd to the place, 1 


«© Huſh, huſh'd be theſe HG, what a bawling | 
« they keep, 
(He cry*d), you're too loud on the ſpray ; 
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% Dont you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's 
| „ aſleep! ! 

| * You'll awake her as ſure as tis day: 

E. © How dare that fond —— touch the ſweet 
| “ maid ! 

&« Her cheek he miſtakes for a tle ; ; 

| 

| 

| 


« F'd put him to death, if I was not afraid 
„My boldneſs would break her repoſe.” 


Young Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile : 
Kind ſhepherd,” ſhe ſaid, “you miſtake ; 
laid myſelf down juſt to reſt me a while; 
4 But truſt me, have ſtill been awake.” 
The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He plac'd himſelf cloſe by her fide; 
© And manag'd the matters I cannot tell how, 
| But yeſterday made her his bride. 


| 
| 
4 
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elbe reel 


SONG Tos... 
þ i HE fields were green, the hills were gay, 
And birds were ſinging on each ſpray ; 
When Colin met me in the grove, 
And told me, tender tales of love ! 
Was ever ſwain ſo blithe as he, 
Sa. kind, ſo faithful, and ſo free?? 
In ſpite «f all my friends could ſay, 
Young Colin ſtole my heart away! 
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Whene'er 1 trips the meads bet | 
He ſweetly joins the woodlark's s ſong; 
And when he dances on the green, | 
There's none ſo blithe as Colin ſeen ; 

If he's but nigh, I nothing fear, 
For I alone am all his care. 
Then, ſpite of all my friends can an 
He's ſtole my tender heart away ! 


My mother chides whene'er I roam, 
And ſeems ſyrpris'd I quit my home 
But ſhe'd not wonder that I rove, 
Did ſhe but feel how much 1 love; 
Full well 1 know the gen 'rous ſwain, 
Will never give my boſom pain: 
Then, ſpite of all my friends can fay, 
He's ſtole my tender heart away! 
| oe — 


8 O N G 196. 
BLliTHe Jockey, 


M E Jockey i is the blitheſt lad 
That e'er young maid did woo ; 
When he appears, my heart. is glad, 
For he is kind and true. | 
He talks of love whene'er we meet, 
His words in rapture flow; 
Then tunes his pipe and fings ſo ſweet, 
I have not pow'r to go. 9 


—— Ml * 
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All other lafſes | he forſakes, 

| And flies to me alone ; 

At ev'ry fair, or other wakes, 

I hear the maiden's-moan. 

He buys me toys and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbands for my hair: | 

| What ſwain was ever half ſo true, 

| Or half ſo kind and fair? 


| Wherc'er I go, I nothing fear, 

| If Jockey is but by; 

| For I alone am all his care, 
Whenever danger's nigh. 

He vows ta wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life; 

Can I refuſe, ye maidens, fay, 
To be young Jockey's wife? 


wy 
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Coux jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure; 

Let none at cares of life repine, 

To deſtroy our pleaſure ; ; 
Fill vp the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That every true and loyal ſoul, 2 
May drink and ſing without WN 

To ſupport o our pleaſure. 740 
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Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian of our pleaſure, 
That, under thy protection, we 
May enjoy our pleaſure; | 
And, as the hours glide at away,. 
We ll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die in pleaſure, 


* „* N „„ „„ „„ ae 
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To the Tung of, God 5 the King. 


5 Hair, Masoxxv divine; 

Glory of ages ſhine,  _ 
Long may'ſ thou reign : | 

Where'er thy Lodges ſtand, | 

May they have great command, | 

And always grace the land, 
Thou art divine! 


Great fabrics Kill arſſe, 
And grace the azure ſkies, 3+ 
Great are thy ſchemes: 

Thy noble orders are 
Matchleſs beyond compare; 0 

No Art with thee can ſhare, 
Thou Art divine! 7 


* 
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| Hiram the architect, 

Did all the Craft direct 

Ho they ſhould build; 

Sol'mon, great Iſr'el's king, 

Did mighty bleſſings bring, 

And left us room to ſing, 
Hail, royal Art. 8 


Chorus 3 times. 
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. more my ſong mall be, ye ſwains, 
Of purling ſtreams, or flow'ry plains; 
More pleaſing beauties me inſpire, 

And Phœbus tunes the warbling lyre: 
Divinely aided, thus I mean 

To celebrate "my Hayes een. 5 


La . 8 innocence ue find, 
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd; 
From pride and affectation free, 
| Alike fhe ſmiles on you and me: . 

The brighteſt nymph that trips the green, 
| 1 do pronounce my Highland Queen. | 


No ſordid with or trifling joy, 
Her ſettled calm of mind deſtroy; 


. 
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Strict Ges fills her ſpotleſs ſoul, 
And adds a Juftre to the whole: 
A matchleſs ſhape, a graceful mien, 


All center in my Highland Queen. 


* 


Hos bleſt that youth, whom gentle fate 
Has deftin'd for = fair a mate ; 
Has all theſe wond'ring gifts in ſtore, 

And each returning day brings more, 
No youth ſo happy can be ſeen, 
Poſſeſſing thee, my Highland Queen, 
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Ye Muſes nine, O lend your aid, 
Inſpire a tender bafhful maid. 
That's lately yielded up her heart, 

A conqueſt to love's pow'rful dart; 
And now would fain attempt to ſing 
The praiſes of my Highland King. 


Jamie, the pride of all the green, 
Is juſt my*age, een gay filteen : 
When firſt I ſaw him, *twas the day 
That uſhers in the ſprightly May; 
When firſt I felt Love's pow'rful ſting, 
And _—_ for my dear Highland W 
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With him, for eee ſhape, and air, 
No other ſhepherd can compare; 
Good nature, honeſty, and truth, 
Adorb the dear, the matchleſs youth : 
And graces, more than I can ting, 


Bedeck my "— nes Linz. 


Would once the deareſt boy but bey, 
Tis you I love; come, come away, 
Unto the kirk, my love, let's hie 
Ye gods, 1 in rapture I'd comply: - 
And I ſhould then have cauſe to fing 

The praiſes of my Highland King. 


8 0 N G 201. 5s 
Tur hounds are all out, and the morning 45 
peep; . 
Come, riſe up, you 0 fot : 


How can you, how can youy ly ſaoring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback have got, my brave 


Boys. 
While we all on horſeback have got. 


I cannot get up for mine over night's cup 
So terribly lyes in my head; 
Beſides my wife eries, my dear, do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer in bed, G. 


Come, draw on your boots, and ſaddle Nun wire, 
Without any longer delay; 
For the cry of the hounds, and the 5 95 of the 1 
| hare, . 


Will chace all dull -yapours away. 


Hark, hark ! how the buntſman has ſtarted poor 
puſs, 1 
He has her now full in his view: 
We'll never forſake her, till we overtake her, 
So eagerly let us purſue. | 


No pleaſure like hunting to paſs the long days 
We ſcour the hills and the dale; | 

At night, for our ſupper, we feaſt on our prey, 
When over a pot of yore ale. 


Since thus, my dear Kate, the — you hear, 


Your toying, I prithee, give o'er, 
And be of good cheer, at night Vl] be here, 
And cuddle you o'er and o'er, my dear girl, Kc. 
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FaREw' ELI. ye green fields and ſweet gro ves, 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart, 

Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And Nature is dreſs'd without art. 


— 


No pleaſure they now can afford, 
Nor muſic can lull me to reſt ; 
For Phillis proves. falſe to her word, 

And Strephon can never be bleſt. 


Oft times by the fide of a ſpring, 


| Where roſes and lilies appear; 
Say Phillis of Strephon would ſing, 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear. 
So ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 
She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 
Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid was a jeſt. 


Too ſoon, to my ſorrow, I find 
The beavties alone that will laſt. 
Are thoſe that are fix d in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt. 
Beware, then, beware how ye truſt 
Coquets who to love make pretence ; 
For Phillis to me had been juſt 
If Nature had bleſs'd her with ſenſe. 
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A Trifling fung ye hall hear, 
Begun ab a trifie and ended ; 


: All trifling people draw near, 
And I ſhall be nobly n 
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Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately came into the play, 

The men would want ſomething to do, 
The women want ſomething to lay. 


What makes men {trifle in dreffing ? 2” 

. _ Becauſe the ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often careſling, 

That eminent trifle, a Beal. | 


When the-lover his moments | has tried, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the virgin is rifled, 

But a triflle ſhall part them again. 


What mortal wou'd ever be able, 
At Whyte's half a moment to ſit? 

Or who is' t -cou'd bear a tea- table, 
Without talking trifles for wit ? 


The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys are no trifles we ſee; 

White rods are no trifles I'm ſure, 
Whatever their bearers may be, 


But if you will go to the place, 

Where trifles abundantly breed; 

The levee will ſhew you, his Grace 
Make promiſes trifles indeed! 
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A Salk with fix footmen behind, 
I couat neither trifle nor fin ; 
But, ye gods! how oft do we find 

A ſcandalous trifle within ? 


A flak of Champaign people think it 

A rifle, or fomething as bad; 
But if you'll contrive how to driok it, 

You'll find it no trifle by Gad. | 


A fon s a trifle at ſea, a 
A widow's a trifle in ſorrow, 

A peace is a trifle to day, 

| To break It a trifle to-morrow, 


A black coat a trifle may cloak; 
Orto hide it the red may endeayour z . 

But if once the army is broke, 

We ſha 1) have more a ap than ever, 


The ſtage is a trifle, they ſay, 

- "The reaſon pray carry along; 

Becauſe that at every new play, . 
The houſe they with triffes fo throng, 


But with people's malice to trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a foot; 

The author of this is a triffe, 
And his ſong is a trifie to boot. 
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* vincit aner. 


A S I went forth to view the ſprings | 
Whilſt Flora had adorned 
In raiment fair; now every thing 
The rage of. winter ſcorned ; 
1 cait mine eye, and did eſpy | 
A youth, who made great clamour; 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 


Ah ! omnia vincit amor. 


Upon his breaf he lay along, 
C Hard by a murm'ring river, 
And mournfully his doleful ſong 
Witk fighs he did deliver; 
Ah! Jeany's face has comely grace, 
Her locks that ſhine like lamer, 
With burning rays have cut my days 5 
For omnia vincit amor. 


Her plancy een like comets ſheen, 
The morning ſun outſhining, | 
Have caught my heart in Cupid's net,. | 
And make me die with pining. 
Durſt I complain, Nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 
Whoſe beauties rare make me, with care, 
Cry, omnia vincit amor. 
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 'Fhus ſaid, his breath began to fail, 


Ye cry ita! FG that ſwiftly _m 
Be partners of my mourning, - 
Ye fragrant fields and meadows ks 
Condemn her for her ſcorning ; 
Let every tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her ; 
Ye chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


Had ſhe been kind. as ſhe was fair, 


She long had been admired, 
And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
Wh' of life now makes me tired. 


He could not ſpeak but ſtammer; 
He ſigh'd full ſore, and ſaid no more, 


But omnia vincit amor. 8 


When I obſerv'd him near to death, 
E run in haſte to fave him, 


But quickly he reſign'd his breath, 


So deep the wound. love gave him. 
Now for her ſake this vow I'll make, 
My tongue ſhall ay defame her, 


While on his herſe I'II write this verſe, - 


Ahl! oninia vincit armor. 


Straight J conider's.; in my lod 


Upon the matter rightly, 


And found, though Cupid be blind, 


He proves in pith moſt mighty. 
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For kt Mars, and thund'ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 

Did ever prove the ſlaves of love; 

For omnia vincit amor. | 


Hence we may fee th” effects of love, 
Which gods and men keep under, 
That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break aſunder : 
Nor wiſe nor foo] need go to ſchool. 
To learn this from his grammar : 
His heart's the book where he” s to look 
For omnia vincit amor. 
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D HOOK or by CROOE. 
A Few years apo, in the days of my — 


A worthy old woman as ever broke bread ; 
What lecture ſhe gave, in the morning began 'em, 
Nor ceas'd till ſhe laid herſelf down in her bed. 
She never declin'd what ſhe once undertook, 

But twiſted, perſiſted, now flatter'd now ſpatter'd, 
And always fucceeded by Hook or by Crook. ; 


Said ſhe, child, wines your fate be hereafter, 
If marry'd, if fingle, if old, or if young, 

In madneſs, in fadnefs, in ſorrow or laughter, 
But follow my maxims, you cannot go wrong; 
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And manag'd my matters by Hook or by Crook. 


All paſſions, all tempers, I always could brook, 
If ſcolded, I molded, if heated, retreated, 


Inſpir'd by her maxims, I tarry'd no longer, 
But fix'd on a damſel both frolic and free, 
My paſſion, I told her, grew ſtronger and ſtronger, 
And quickly reſolv'd JI a huſband would be; 

I offer'd my hand with a languiſhing look, 

She ſigh'd, but conſented, I gave it contented, 

So finiſh'd the courtſhip by Hook or by Crool. 


By the old woman's counſel I ventur'd to marry, 
And fancy'd a wife by grandmother's rules, | 
Might be taught, like a ſpaniel, to fetch and to 8 


carry, 


| But ſoon I diſcover'd we both had "A fools ; 


In vain I ſhew'd madam the wonderful brook, 
I coax'd her, I box'd her, but truly, unruly, 


Wives cannot be manag d by Hook or by Crook. bs 


oo οοο 


SON G 206. 
Tur echoing horn calls the ſportſman 1171 
To horſe my brave boys, and away; - 
The. morning 1s up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 


What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox ! 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 125 


——— 


Then follow, we'll ſoon 9 huzza } 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


—— 


Like Bachanals ſhooting and gay, 
How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day! 
| With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy, 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 
Since life is no more than a vaſſuge at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
Triumphant i at night with the ſpoil, | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


FS ON G 207. 
My Wife s ta'en the Gee. | 
A FRIEND of mine came here yeſtreen | 


And he wou'd hae me down, 
To drink a bottle of ale wi” him, 
In the neiſt borrows towns. | 6 
But O! indeed, it was, Sir, 
Sae far the war for me; 
For lang or e er that I came hame, 
My wife had ta'en the gee. | . 


We fat ſac late, and drank ſae Rout, - 

The truth I tell to you, 41381 
| That lang or e er midnight came, 

We were a' roaring fou. 
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My wife fits at the fire · ſide; | 

And the tear blinds ay her ee; 

be ne'er a bed will ſhe gae to, 
But ſit and tak the gee. 


In the morning ſoon, when I came down, 
The ne'er ae word fhe ſpake ; ; 
But mony a fad and ſour look, 
And ay her head ſhe'd ſhake. 
My dear, quoth I, what aileth thee, 
| _To look ſae ſour on me? 
| | | I'll ne'er do the like again, 
| 26 | If yell ne'er tak' the gee. 


» 
——— — — —— — 


When that ſhe heard, ſhe ran, the lang 

Her arms about my neck, 

And twenty kiſſes, in a crack, 
And, poor wee thing, ſne grat. 

If ye'll ne'er do the Hke again, 
But bide at hame wi' me, 

I'll lay my life Pſe be the wife 4 
That's never tak” the 27 oh 


— 
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The GAWKIE. 
Brvry young Beſs to Jean did ſay, 

Will ye gang to yon ſunny brae, 
Where flocks do feed, and herds do ſtray, 
And ſport a while wr Jamie? 
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Ah na, n ” gang there, 


— = as . a wo 


Nor about Jamie tak nae care, 
Nor about Jamie tak nae care; 


For he's ta'en up wi“ Maggie. 


For hark, 7 I will tell you, laſs, 


Did I not ſee your Jamie paſs, 
Wi' muckle gladneſs in his face, 
Out o'er the muir to Maggie. 
I wat he gae her mony a kiſs, 
And Maggie took them ne'er amiſs ;_ 
*L ween ilka ſmack pleas'd her wi this, 
That Beſs was but a gawkie. 


For when'er a K 1 1 ſeek, 


And for an hour ſnhe'Il ſcarcely ſpeak ; 


Who'd net ca' her a gawkie ? 
But ſure my Maggie has mair ſenſe, 
She'll gie a ſcore without offence : 
Now gi'e me ane into the menſe, 


And ye ſhall be my dawtie. 


O Jamie, ye hae mony tane, 


But I will never ſtand for ane 
Or twa, when we do meet again, 


Sae ne'er think me a gawkie, 
Ah na, laſs, that can ne'er be, 
Sic thoughts as theſe are far frae me, 
Or ony thy ſweet face that ſee, 

E'er to think thee a gawkie. 


She turns her head, and thraws her cheek, | - 
25 | 


Inſtead of Meg he kiſs'd ſae ſweet, : 
I trowhe likes the gawkie. 

O dear Beſs, I hardly knew, 

When I came by, your N 's ſae new, 


I think you've got it wat wi dew, 
Quoth ſhe, that's like a gawkie. 


It's wat wi' dew, and *twill get rain, 
And I'll get gowns when it is gane, 
Sae you may gang the gate you came, 

And tell it to your dawtie. | 
The guilt appear'd in Jamie's cheek, 
He cry'd, O cruel maid, but ſweet, 
If I ſhould gang another gate, 

I n&er could meet my dawtie. 


252 Sr CECILIA; ah ;.th 1 
| But, whiſh't, nae mair of this we'll ſpeak, . . | | 
For yonder Jamie does us meet; 


' 


The laſſes faſt frae him they flew, 
And left poor Jamie fair to rue, 
That ever Maggie's face he knew, 
Or yet ca'd Beſs a gawkie. 
As they gade o'er the muir they ſang, 
The hills and dales with echo's rang, 
The hills and dales with echo's rang, 
Gang o'er the muir to Maggie. 
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SONG 209. 
Thr Mit or Dex. 


Tart was a jolly miller once 
| Liv'd on the water of Dee; 

He wrought and ſung frae morn to night, 
No lark more blyth than he: 

And this the burden of his ſdng 

For ever us'd to be, 

J care for no body, no not I, 
« Since no body cares for me.” 


I live by my mill, God bleſs her, 
She's kindred, child and wife; 
I would not change my ſtation, 

For any other in life. 
No lawyer, ſurgeon or doctor, 
E'er had a groat from me; 
I care for no body, no not I, 
If no body cares for me. 


When ſpring begins his merry career, 
O how his heart grows gay; 

No ſummer's enen alarms his fears, 
Nor winter's ſad decay: 

No foreſight mar's the miller's joy, 
Who's wont to ſing and ſay, 

Let others toil from year to years 

I live from day to day. 
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Thus like the miller, bold and 1 
Loet us rejoice and ſing, 

The days of youth are made for glee, 
And time is on the wing. 

This ſong ſhall paſs from me to thee 
Along this jovial ring; 

Let heart and voice and all agree 
To ſay, Long live the King. 
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1 OF YARROW. 


Tar ſun, juſt glancing thro? the trees, 
$ Gave light and joy to ilka grove; 
And pleaſure, in each ſouthern breeze, 
| _ Awaken'd hope, and flum bering love. 
When Jeanie ſung with hearty glee, 
To charm her winſome Marrow, 
| 
1 


My bonny laddie, gang wr me, 
My bonny, &c. 
Well o'er the braes of Yarrow. 


My bonny laddie gang wr me, 
Well fer, &c. 


Young Sandie was the blytheſt lad, 
That ever pip'd on broomy brae; 
Nae laſs could ſee him free frae pain, 


So youthful, briſk, ſo blyth * gay. 


Re 


| When Tas ſung with den _ 5 


To charm her w inſome nn 


: My bondy laddie, gang wi” me, 


| My bonny, &c. 
We'll o'er the braes of Yarrow. 
My bonny laddie gang wi me, 
We'll er, &c. * 


He kiſs'd and loo'd the pretty maid, 
Her ſparkling een had won his heart, 

No nymph the youth had e'er betray'd, 
No fears had ſhe, the ſwain po art. 

And ſtill ſhe ſang with heart and glee, 


To charm her winſome Marrow, 


My bonny laddie, gang wr "ns 


My oy &c. | 
We'll o'er the braes of Yarrow. 
My ber laddie gang v wi” me, 
Well 9? er, & o. 
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"Twas in that ſeaſon of the year, 


When all things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin, with the morning ray, - 


Aroſe and ſung his rural lay ; 


| 
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Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 

While Roflin caſtle heard the fwain, 
And echo*'d back the chearful ſtrain. 


Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing. ſpring, 
With rapture warms, awake and ling 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

And hai the morning with a fong ; 
To Nanay raiſe the chearful lay, 
O bid her haſte and come away; 

In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 
And add new graces to the morn. 


O hark, my love, on every ſpray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
*Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 

And love inſpires the meltiog ſong ; 
Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe, 

For beauty dart's from. Nanny's eyes; 
And love my riling boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture calls, O come away: | 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 
Around that modeſt brow of thine : 

O hither haſte, and with thee bring, 

That beauty, blooming like the ſpring, 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, : 
And charm this raviſh*d heart of mine. 
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 HARK! the horn calls away, 
Come the grave, come the gay, 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


A 18. 
From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun-beams adorn - 


Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
| The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vailies reply. 


our forefathers fo good, 
| Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the pard and the boar ; 


Ruddy health bloom'd each face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 


Hence of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd; 
Tho' in life's buſy day, 
Man of man make a prey, 
Still let ours be the prey of the field. 


A HUNTING SONG. 


. 
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The wild heath and the mountains ſo high; 


And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 
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With the 100 in full ſight, 
Gods, how great the delight, 

How our. mortal ſenſations refine ; 
Where is care? where is fear? 
Like the winds in the rear, 

And the man's. loſt in ſomething divine. 


Now to horſe, my. brave boys,. 
| Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
| Then, at eve we'll diſmount, 
Poils and pleafures recount, | 
And renew the chace over the bowl: 
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Con rouſe from your tranees, 
The fly morn advances, 
To catch ſluggiſh mortals in bed; 
Let the horn's jocund note 
In the wind ſweetly float, 
While the fox. from the brake lifts kis bead; 
Now creeping, 
Now peeping, | 
Phe fox from the brake lifts bis head: 


Each away to his ſteed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
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Come, follow, my ie follow; 
For the chace all prepare, 
| See the hounds ſnuff the air, 
| Hark, hark, to the huntfman” 8 ſweet debe! 


Hark * 1 8 | 
See reynard breaks cover, 
The hunter's fly over the ground; 
Now they ſkim o'er the plain, 
Now they dart down the lane, 11 
And the. hills, woods, and vallies reſound, | 
With daſhing, | 
And ſplaſhing, | 
S The hills, woods, and rallies refound : : 


Then away with foll ſpeed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 


Come follow, my worlbipperds follow; 
O'er hedge, ditch, and gate, 
If you ſtop you'r too late, 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet holloo ! 
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| Cour ye lads who wiſh to ſhine, 
Bright in future ſtory, 
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Always finds her ſons diſpos'd 


What if Spain ſhould take their parts, 


X. 


Haſte to arms and form che line 
That leads to martial glory. 


 Cnorvs, 
Charge the muſket, point the lance, 
Brave the worſt of dangers ; 
Tell the bluftering fans of France, 
That we to fear are flrangers. 


Britain, when 0 lion's rous'd, 
And the flag is rearing, 


To drub the foe that's daring. 
| * - Charge the . „ 


Hearts of oak with ſpeed advance 3 ; 
Pour your naval thunder, ; 


On the trembling ſhores ef France, 


And ftrike the world with wonder. 
Charge the muſket, Ke. 


Honour for the brave to 8 
Is the nobleſt booty; 


Guard your coaſts, protect the fair; 


For that's s a Briton's ny. 
Charge the muſket, Kc. 


And form a baſe alliance? 


tin? 
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All unite and Engliſn hearts, 
May bid the world defiance. i 
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Beat the drum the trumpet ſound, 
Manly and united; 

Danger face, mantain your ground, 
Aud ſee your country righted. 
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A QUIRE of bright beauties. 
In fpring did appear, 
> To chuſe a May-lady — 
To govern the year; 
All the nymphs were in white, 
And the ſhepherds 1 in green, 
The garland was given, © | 
And Phillis was queen. = 4 | ; 
But Phillis refus'd it, | | 
And ſighing did fay, = 
I'll not wear a garland, | 
While Pan is away. 8 | -0 


While Pan and fair Syrins, 
$ Are fled from the tore, | 
The graces are baniſh'd, KY = 
And love is no more: | . 
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| When Pan and fair Syrinx 


Are CILI A; Or, 


9 : eb aA ; 


The ſoft god of pleaſure 
That warm'd our deſires, 
Has broken his bow, 
And extingviſh'd his fires ; 
And vows that himſelf 
And his mother will mourn, 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx 
In triumph return. 


Forbear your addreſſes, 
And court us no more ; 
For we will perform 
What the deity ſwore : 
But if you dare think 
Of deſerving our oharms, 
i Away with your ſheep- hooks, 
And take to your arms ; 
| Then laurels and myrtles 
| Your brows ſhall adorn, 


In triumph return. 
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DiockENxEs curly and proud, 
Who ſnar}'d at the Macedon youth, 


Delighted in wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good wine there was truth 5 
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But growing as poor as a Job, 
Dnable to purchaſe a flaſk, . 
He choſe for his manſion a tub, 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 


Heraclitus ne'er wou'd deny 

A bumper, to cheriſh his heart; 
And when he was maudlin wou'd cry, 

Becauſe he had empty'd his quart : 

Tho? ſome are fo foolith to think, 

He wept at mens follies and vice, 
'Twas only his cuſtom to drink, 

Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple and cheriſh his foul ; 
feng laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing bowl; 
As long as his cellar was ftor'd, 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was drunk as a lord, 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe Solon, who carefully gave 
Good laws unto Athens of old, 
And thought the rich Crœſus a ſlave 
„ king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls, _ 
But drinking, much talk would dec]; De, 
Becauſe ' twas the cuſtom of fools, 
To prattle much over their wine. 
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Old Socrates ne'er was content, 
"IMs bottle had hightened his joys, 
Who in's cups to the oracle went, 

Or he ne'er had been counted fo wiſe ; 


Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 


Made wine the delight of his life, 


| Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 


Such a damnable ſcold of a wife. 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts, 
Who tutor'd the bully of Rome, 


Grew wiſe o'er his cups and his quarts, 


Which he drank like a miſer at home ; 
And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good, 
To the laſt, (we may truly aver it,) 
He tiactur'd his bath with his blood, 
S0 fancy'd he dy'd in his claret. 


3 did ſilence enjoin, 
On his pupils who wifdom would ſeek ; 
Becauſe he tippled good wine, 
Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 


And when he was whimſical grown, 


With ſipping his plentiful bowls, 
By the ſtrength of the juice in his crown, 
He conceiv'd re corp of ſouls, 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought that a cup of the beſt 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
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With wine he repleniſh'd his veins 
And made his philoſophy reel; po! 

Then fancy'd the world, like his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot· wheel. 50 


Ariſtotle, that mütter aui, 
Had been but a dance without wine; 
And what we aſcribe to his parts. 
Is due to the juice of the vine; 
His belly, moſt writers agree, 
Was big as a watering- trough; 
He therefore leap'd into the ſea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, _ | 
Hie fondly to wiſdom was prone 
But had it not been for good wine, 
His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes fancy with wings, | 3 | 
Without it we ne'er ſhou'd have had. |, | # 
Philoſophers, poets, or kings. 1 = 
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Lucy and Collin. 


Or Leiſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace; 
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Nor &er did Liffy's I; mpid ſtream 
Reflect fo ſweet a face: | 
Till Iuckleſs love and pining care 

| Impair'd her roſy hue, | 
| . Her coral lips and damaſk cheeks, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue. 


Oh ! have you ſeen a lily pale, 

When beating rains deſcend ? 
So droop'd the flow- conſuming maid, 
Aer life was near an end. | 
| By Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring ſwains 

Take heed. ye eaſy. fair; | 

Of vengeance due to broken vows,” 

Xs perjur'd wn beware, 


Three times, 1 1 in the dead of night, 
A bell was heard to ring; 5 

And ſhrie king at her window thrice, | 
The raven flapp'd his wing : 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 
The ſolemn boding ſound, * = 
And thus in dying words beſpoke, 2M 
The 2 1 round: 


* 1 hear a voice you cannot hear, 
« Which ſays, I muſt not ſtay; 

I ſee a hand you cannot ſee, 

6 Which beckons me away. 


f © 'To- morrow in the church to wed, - | 


1 He in his wedding- trim ſo gay, 


« By a falſe heart and beben e 
& Ia early youth I die | 

CL Was I to. blame, becauſe his bride 

„% Was thrice as rich as 12 | 


— 


« Ah Colin! give not "be thy vows, 

„% Vows due to me alone? | 
% Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiſs, 
Nor think him all thy own. 


« Impatient both prepare: 
« But know, fond maid, and know, falſe a man, 
« That Lucy will by there. b von 


© Then bear my . my comeadit deve 5 

8 This bridegroom blithe to meet: 

He in his wedding- trim ſo gay, 
„ winding ſheet.” 

She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd : her corſe was born, 

The bridegroom blithe to meet: 


She in her winding ſheet. wo 


Then kat were perjur'd Colin? 8 thoughts | pb 
How were theſe nuptials kept! 4 
The bride's men flock*d round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 
ConfuGon, ſhame, remorſe, deſpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell; . oy 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 
He ſhook, he groan'e, he fell. ce 
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When, ftretch'd before her rival's corſe, 


And fear to meet him here. 
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From the vain bride (ah bride no more ! 
The varying crimſon fled, 


She ſaw her huſband dead, 

Then to his Lucy's new made grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 
One mold with her beneath one fod, 

For ever now remains. 
| 5 | 
Oft at his grave, the conflant hind, 
And plighted maids are ſeen, 


With garlands gay and true love knots 


They deck the ſacred green. 
But, ſwain forſworn, whoe'er thou art, - 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear ; 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 15 | 
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Vs bird, that * her neftlings © err. 
And flies abroad ſor ſood, 


Returns impatient through the ſky 


To nurſe the callow brood : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms, 
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And ſickens for the darling boy, 
Wbile abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd, 
My faithful bofom fires, 

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my deſires. 

The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All fimiles are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal infpir'd 

For heav'n and joys divine, 
The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 
> More pure, more warm than mine. 
I take what liberty I dare, | 
Twere impious to ſay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
The goddeſs I adore. 
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 Gvannvian angels now protect me— — | 
From the man that 1 wo, tho? my heart I dif= | 
guiſe, Fe” . | | 

I can freely diftinguiſh— ; Lf Uh: 
The ſun from the eaſt, tips the mountains with gold 
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And the meadows all ſpangled— | 
With woman and wine, I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe, is — 
| An old ſong made by an ancient old pate; 
Of N 
All the gal Skin the town, 
The black, the fair, the red, the brown, 
That dance and prance it up and 48 
There's none like- Ts 
Bra” John O'Bute, was a bonny muckle man, 
Frae Scotland he came | 
In pennance for paſt folly, 
A pilgrim blyth and jolly, 
's A foe to | 
C The four and twentieth day of 3 ek 
Of all days in the year fir, — 
1 When the trees are all bare, not Aleaf to hs Gow, 
And the meadows their verdure have loſt-; 
When all nature, diſrob'd of her mantle of green. — 
By the ſide of a great kitchen fire, 
A ſcullion complaining was laid; : 
A pudding was 
All in the Downs, the ak was moor'd, 
The ftreamers waving in the wind, _ 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh ! where-ſhall I my true love find: 
Tell me 
John Anderſon. my To, John, I wends. what: you 
mean, 
To riſe ſo ſoon at morning, to ſit * 1 at e' en. 
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And look'd like 


The clock had ftruck; I can't n - 
And morning came on too, as grey as a rat 3 
Cocks and hens from their rooſts did fly, | 
CO pigs too left their ftyeg © 72 

| Down ian a vale, Cifs with her pail, 


Met her true love dapper Harry; ; 
Firſt they kiſt, then ſhook fiſt, 


A certain preſbyterian pair, 
Was wedded 'tother day, | 
And. when the lambs were. laid i in bed, 
The paſtor came to pray. 1 
Then fy let us a' to the wedding, 
For there will be lilting. 
There was once it was ſaidʒj 
But it's out of my head; 


And more ſo, yet true is my See 
That a- 
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A taylor good lord! in the time of vacation, 


When cabbage was ſcarce, and when pocket was 
| low, 
For the ſake of good liquor pretended a paſſion” 
To one that fold ale in a enckoldly'row, © 7. 
Sing in and out, thro” a clout, whillt he was able; 
Prick a louſe, prick a louſe, what could he do? 
How a louſe made him itch, here a ſcratch, ces | 
a ſtitch; 


And ſing neter anenmber { 


. I'm old mad Tom, behold me; 3} 
My wits are quite unfram' d;, 
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I'm mad I'm ſure, and paſt all cure, 
Nor hope to be reclaimed. _ 
| Jupiter wenches and drinks, he rules the root i in 
the ſky, _. | 
He's a fool if he thinks, 
The world is a jumble of nonſenſe and fun, 
And life's run away with, ere 'tis well begun: 
Like this motly ſong, 'tis the farce of a day, 
Which aptly concludes with a tal de ral ia. 
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From ſorrow to mirth, we inconſtantly range, 
No mortal on earth, but is fond of a change : 
| Then while you have Sun, I adviſe you make hay, 
And always make ſure of your tal de ral la. 


Look round in the world, and ton U conſtant- 
ly ſind, 
As odd fort of couples as ever I bind: 95 
The young weds the vid, mo the 3 takes the 


8 
All ſtrangers to mirth, ted it's tal de ral la. 


Ye droll ſort of mortals, who laugh at my ſong, 
Laugh on, and bethankful you're aot in the wrong: 
And you that are ſad, know the dog has his day, 
Then take a full ſwing at your tal de ral la. 
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Mr Penny is the blitheſt maid _ 
| That e'er young ſhepherd | woo'd,. 5 
| She has at length my heart berrayed, 
+: Alas 7: do all en,, 
For ſhape, for air, and manners too, 
None can with her compare: 
O would fhe but be kind and true, 
I'd ſoon my love declare. 6 


Whene'er I ſee her ae face, 
My heart with joy does burn; 
Whene*er-ſhe's abſent from the place, 
1 long for her return. 
= ſhe all others would forſake, 
And fly to me alone; _- * 
What pleaſure I with her ſhou! 4 rakes 
White REP their loſs an 01 


ra bleſs the day that ful I knemr 
My charming Betſy fair: 
And all my life ſnould be to ſhew 
She was my ownly care. 
Pd vow to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make her bleft for life: 
Should ſhe refuſe then, maidens, ſay, | 
To be young Johnny's wife? Sf 


sr IIIA ; Or, 


— 


* — 


8 ON G 22. 


| The. Harry Mannxiace. 
How bleſt bas my time been! ? what joys have 


25 I known, 

| Since wedlock's ſoft bondage a ic Jeſly my own: 

| So Joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 

That freedom is taſtleſs, and roving a pain. | 
That Jreedow „ 


- 


Thro' walks grown with woodbine, as often 
we ſtray, 
Around us our boys ond girls frolick and play; 
How pleaſing their ſport is! the wanton ones ſee, 


» And borrow their looks from my Jelly and me. 


And borrow, &c. 


To try her ſweet 8 WY times I am Com, 
And revels all day with the nymphs on the green; 
Tho' painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles 
And meets me at night with complacenee and 

ſmiles, | 
And meet, c. 

What tho? on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 

Her wit and good humour blooms all the year thro”: 


1 Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 


And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her 
youth. 
And gives, &c. © 
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Ye ſhepherds ſo. gay, who make love to inſnare, 
And cheat, with wit vows,” the too credulous 
Fair ; | Yoon 2s 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, hands * you roam, 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home. 
＋ . hold, &c. | | | 


% ——— | 


SONG 222. 
Bes5 y BeLL and Maxy Grav. 


O i Ren and Mary Gray, 
They war' twa bonny la ſſes, 

They biggi'd a bower on yonburn brae 
And thecked it o'er wi raſhes. 
Fair Beſſy Bell 1 loo'd yeſtreen, 

And thought I ne'er could alter: 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 

They gar my fancy falter, © | 


- 
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Now Beſly's hair's like a lint- tap; 


| 
. She ſmiles like a May morning, | 
When Phoebus ſtarts frac Thetis' lap, . > | 
| | The hills with rays adorning: „5 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, _ 7 | 
| | Her waiſt and feet's fu' genty ; | 0 
| With ilka grace ſhe can command; 5 


Her lips, O vow! they re dainty. |  W 


OO Mary' 5 ale are like craw, 
Her een like diamonds glances; - 
Sbe' s ay ſae clean, redd up and braw, | 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances: 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will; 
She blooming, tight and tall is; 
| And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill, 
0 Jove, ſhe? s like thy Pallas. | 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us ; 
Our fancies jee between —_ trays; a 
Le are fic bonny laſſes: 5 
Waes me ! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and tak“ my. fate | 
And be with ane e contented, 
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Wear beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed? 
Yet Mary's {ill ſweeter than thoſe; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


FF] 
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The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird, and ſweet coving dove, 

With muſic enchant every buſh. | 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing, 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 

Do they never careleſsly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lyes aſleep ?- 

Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt ; 
Kind Nature indulging my bliſs, 

Then to eaſe the ſoft pains of my bee 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial Kiſs. 


"Tis ſhe * the virgins excell, 

No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces around her do dwell; 

She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair, 
Say, Charmer, where do thy flocks ftray ? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on {ſweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed. 


— — — 
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Let us new attachments create, 
Without ceaſing, they ſlander us ſtill, 


But thoſe, who of Maſons ſpeak ill, | 8 


— 
* » 


SON G 6 : 


In PAIGE of Masonay. 
Tune, An old woman clothed i in grey. 


IN ſpite of the prejudic'd hate 7 
The vulgar againſt us retain, 


And ftrengthen each link to our chain: 
And fling at us many a joke; 


Are not worthy their wrath to provoke. | 


We challenge the witty, or ſage, 


Our morals or deeds to gainſay, 


Siace thoſe of the primitive age, 


Me are bound to eſteem and obey ; 
A friendſhip that's warm and ſincere 


Does always her favours diſpenſe ; 
And our hearts to be ſway'd will appear 


By the dictates of nature and ſenſe, 


Perhaps ſome may deem it a fault, 
That we ſo myſterious are, 

But virtue alone we are taught, 
Is the. object that's worthy our care: 


Aſſurꝰ'd of being honeſt, we taſte, 


This chearful amuſement at leiſure, 
With the preſence of decency grac'd, 
Which regulates every pleaſure. 


- * 5 a 
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lens it is that we ſee ev'ry brother _— 
An affable air entertain; I. ie. | 

And, excuſiag the faults. of each other, 
A focial ſpirit maintain: | 

Without hatred of jealouſy, thus | 

United we Maſons do live: 

And he only is envy'd by us 
Who his friends the moſt pleaſure can give. 


$ 0X6 226 


Ru L x, BR 1 TAN N 14. 


WIIuEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's combine: 


* Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, | 
And guardian angels ſang this ſtrain 3 | 
Rule, Britannia ! Britannia, rule the waves! | 
| 


ID do gel pt old See do Prep: Yan pee pe: he: wrt hr: So: Yi ues: Se Þoe bo Be: You Yer ee Þe: pen ehss poem: ue jo pu £2S | | 


Britons never will be flaves 1 


The nations {not ſo bleſt as thee) | 

Muſt, in their turns to tyrants fall; „„ 

While thou ſhalt flouriſh, great and free, Ee. | 
The dread and envy of them all. wy 

_ Rate, Britannia, a0. | 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, ; 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; "IH 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies 
Serves but to root thy native oak. | 
* ule, Britannia, Ke. 
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Thee, hanghty tyrants ne'er ſhall] tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down 
Will but arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
But work their woe, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &qc. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine : 
All thine ſhall be the ſubje main, 
And ey'ry ſhore it circles thine. 
5 R ule, Britannia, Kc. ö 


The muſes ſtill, with freedom ſound, 
Shall to thy happy coaſts repair: 
Bleft iſſe! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair! 
4 Rule, Britannia, &c. 
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Wrrn early horn, ſalute the morn, 
That gilds this charming place; 
With chearful cries, bid echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace, 
The vocal hills around, 
The waving woods, 
The chryftal flloods, 
All return th' enliv'ning ſound. 
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TuE LinxETS 


A S bringing home the other day 
Two linnets I had ta'en, 

The pretty warblers ſeem'd to pray 

For liberty again. 
Unheedful of their plaintive notes 

I lang acroſs the mead; | 

In vain they tun'd their downy throats, 

And fluiter'd to be freed. 


As paſſing through the tufted grove, 
Near which my cottage flood, 

I thought I ſaw the Queen of Love, 
When Chlora' 8 charms I view'd. 

I gaz'd, I Jov'd, I preſs'd her ſay 
To hear my tender tale; 

But all in vain ſhe fled away, 

Nor could my ſighs prevail. 


| Soon through the wound which love had made 
Came pity to my breaſt ;_ = 
bY And thus I, as compaſſion bade, 6 1 
| The feather'd pair addreſs'd ; | 
Ye little warblers, chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew ; 

For I. who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am far more caught than rens . 4 
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Conrexred I am, and contented I'll be; 3 
What can this vain world more afford, 
Than a wife to my mind, that prefers none to me, 
And contentment, though ſmall be wy: ſtore, 
My brave boys ? | 
And contentment, though ſmall be my tore. 


In the morning I riſe, and then toil all the day, 
And hath happineſs fill in my view; 
PII never forſake it *till T overtake it, 
S8o eagerly I will it purſue, 
My brave boys, &c. 


When the evening does come, content I fit * 
Nor e' er do I wiſh for to roam; 
For, Hymen and Zove have firmly Steed, 
That true pleaſure's found always at home, 
My brave boys, Ke. 


Then, ye wand'rers? attend, give o'er your purſuits, 
Fbey'll ever prove falfe, you will find; 
Seek pleaſure at home, and your wife, if ſhe's wiſe, 
Will always be loving and kind, 
My brave * Sc. 


The BRITISH SONGSTER. 283 


They ſung their little tales of love, 


A Gramachree, ma C olleenoughe, ma Molly Aſhtore! 


The primroſe pale, the vi'let blue, 


Such fragrance in the boſom lies 


1 laid me down upon a bank, 


Vet who could thiak ſuch tender — 


SONG 229. 
GAA. 


A 8 down on Banna's banks I fray! d 

One evening in May, A 

The little birds in blytheſt notes 
Made vocal ev'ry ſpray : 


They ſung them o'er and o'er, 


The aaily pied, and all the ſweets 
The dawn of nature yields; 


Lay ſcatter'd o'er the fields ; 


Off her whom I adore. 
| A Gramachree, Kc. 


Bewailing my ſad fate, 
That doom'd me thus the ſlave of lo re 
And crael Molly's hate: | 
How can ſhe break the honeſt heart | 
That wears her in its core? | 


Ah omen Kc. 


You faid you lov'd me, Molly dear 4 


Ah! why did I believe ? 


Were meant but to deceive ? 


— "x - 
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| | 

That love was all I aſk'd on earth; 

| Nay, heav'n could give no more. 

| 45 Gramachree, & e. 
| 

| 

| 


Oh had F all the flocks that graze 
On yonder yellow hill, | 
Or low'd for me the num'rous herds 
That yon green paſture fill ; 
F- With her I 1008 I'd gladly ſhare 
| 2 kine and fleecy fore. 
| | Ah Gramachree, &c. 


Two turtle-doves above my head 
Sat courting on a bough; 
I envied not their happineſs, 
To ſee them bill and coo : 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd ; * 
3 „ But now, alas ! *tis ofer. . 
= | | Ah Gramachree, &c. 


Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, 
Thy loſs I e'er ſhall mourn; 
} Whilſt life remains in Strephon's heart, 
*'T will beat for thee alone: 
Tho? thou art falſe, may heav'n on thee. 


Its choice bleſhogs pour ! : 
| . Gramachree, &c. 
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Sung in the WaTERM AN. 


At; ND did you's not hear of a jolly young water- ; 
man, 
Who at Blackfriars Bridge uſed for to ply; 
And he feather'd his oars with ſuch ſill and dex- 
| terity, 4 
Winning each heart and delighting each eye: 
He looked ſo neat, and rowed ſo ſteadily, il 
The maidens all flock'd in his boat ſo readily, 
And he eyed the young rouges with ſo charming 
an air, 
That this Waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


— w_ —— — — — 4 I OG —ä— — — 


| What fights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wg 
'was clean'd out ſo nice, and painted with all; | 
He was always firft oars when the fine city ladies, 
In a party to Ranelagh went or Vauxhall. | 
And oftentimes would they be giggling and leering» | 
But 'twas all one to Tom, their gibing and geering, 
For loving, or liking, he little did care, 
For _ Waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


| And _ but to ſee how fringdly things happen; 
As he row'd along thinking of nothing at all, 
He was ply'd by a damſel fo lovely and charming, - | 
That "= ſmiled, and ſo "— in love he did | 
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And would this young damſel but baniſh his ſorrow, 
He'd wed her to night before to-morrow : 

And how ſhould this Waterman ever know care, 
When he's married; and never in want of a fare? 


TUNG 23. 
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| The PAR SON. 
1 han the briſk glaſs, I rock him an 


als, 

Y Who at cares of this world wou'd re pine; 
o "Twas our forrows to drown, and 9 Fortune 8 
mon, | 

That Jove ſent us, Jove ſent us, the juice 15 the 
| "= ©vine. 

 ?Tis this in all ſects the true intereſt protects, 

And enlivens the Jump of our clay; 
The parſons looks teach, tho? againſt it they preach, 
Then believe them, believe them, who pleaſes, I 
ſay. g 


— — 


»Tis not long ago, that a Vicar I know, 
. Whoſe name 'twere ungodly to tell, 
Who o'er bottle and bow] ſat with many good ſoul, 
Full of glee, till ding gs till * * went 
the bell: 
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Then, having a hic - cup, took the chair with 2 
kick —up, 
I muſt go, elſe the church will complain; 
But, friends, don't think me : rude, I {wear by my 
prieſthood, 
Pll but preach, and be with you, be with you 
again. 


—— — 
«4 * % 


The parſon went ſtraight, tho' he ſtagger'd in gait, 
With his ſermon in mem'ry's large cheſt ; 
To the pulpir he roſe, but ſoon fell in a doſe, 
Aud cries, Excellent, excellent wine, I proteſt. 
The whole congregation, in ſtrange conſternation, 
Loeft the church, with a figh at the cauſe; 
of But the clerk, more ee eries, Sir, they're all 
out; 
Then fill 'em, then fill 'em again, my brave boys. 


In law 't was deſign'd, Juſtice ſtill ſhould be blind; 
Yet ſne' ]] ſquint if felf-int*reſt do call; 
And I'm certain I cou'd, o'er a hogſhead that's good. 
» Bribe the council, the council, judge, jury, and 
all. | 
If to drink be a fault, for ſo we're all taught, 
Old Noah could tipple, they ſay; 
And we gather from hence, all mortals of ſenſe, 


Should be ſous of old Noah, old Noah: Huzza! 


I 
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WIEN tender comes, the beine on Tweed: 


Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſick fills the groves. 


But my lov'd ſong is then the broom 
So fair on Cowden- knows; 
For fure, ſo ſweet, ſo ſoft a bloom, 
_ Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 
No ſhepherd e'er, that dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch heart. 


{| He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 

The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader ſide, 
Oh! how I bleſs'd the ſound. 


Let more delightful is the broom 
So fair on Cowden-knows z 

For ſure, fo treſh, fo bright a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never . 


Not Tiviot braes, ſo green and gay, 
„May with this broem compare; 

Wos Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 

Nor the buſh aboen Traquair. 
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More ab far are Cowden-knows, | 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At e'en among the broom, 


Ye pow'rs, that haunt the woods and plains 
Where Tweed and Tiviot flows, 

Convey me to the beit of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowden- knows. 
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A S on a ſun-ſhine ſummer's day 
I to the greenwood bent my way; 
The lonely path my fancy took 

Was guided by a filver- brook ; 

And truſt me, truſt me, all I meant, 
Was to be pleas'd and innocent. 


Upon its flow'ry banks I fat, 
Regardleſs or of love or hate, 

I took my pipe, and**gan to play 
The ſhepherd's merry roundelay : 
And truſt me, truſt me, all I meant, 1 4 
Was to be pleas'd and innocent. * -.F 2 


All in the ſelf-ſame ſhady grove 
Youthful Sylvia chanc'd to rove 
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And, by its ww drew near, 
My rural oaten-reed to hear : 
But ſurely, ſurely all ſhe meant, 


Was to be pleas'd and innocent. 


I gently took her hand—ſhe gave 


A look that did my ſoul enſlave; 


I preſt her ruby lips—1n vain ; 
They roſe up to be preſt again. 


Thus happy, I no farther meant, 


Than to be pleas'd and innocent. 


On her ſoft breaſts my hand TI laid, 
And a quick light impreſſion made; 
They with a kindly warmth did glow, 
And ſwell'd, and ſeem'd to overflow: 
Yet, truſt me, I no farther meant, 
Than to be pleas'd and innocent, 


In raptures, on her eyes I gaz'd, 


While, ſweetly bluſhing, ſhe them rais'd ; 


Each ſenſe was raviſh'd with delight, 


And my ſoul ſtood prepar'd for flight: 


Ab! blame me not, if then I meant 


More to be pleas'd than innocent, 


we 
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Tk farewel my trim built wherry, 
Oars, and coat and badge, farewel ; 

| Never more at Chelſea Ferry, 

Shall your 1 take a ſpell. 


But to hope and peace a Arabger 

In the battle's heat I go; 

Where expoſed to every danger, 
Some friendly ball ſhall lay me low. 


Then, may-hap} when homeward ſteering, 
With the news my meſs mates come, 
Even you, the ſtory hearing, 
With a ſigh may "I poor Tom! 15 


4. „. --.-. -e -o... -o r /- 39 
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Now the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betſy is my charming bride ! 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul, 
Who fo fair as lovely Bet? 

Who ſo bleſt as Colinet? 


CT —— — ———— — ——— — — * * — 


| With the: faireſt, ſweeteſt flow*rs ; 


| Crown with ſports our bridal day; 


1255 Fond and true as Com” 
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Now adieu to REY arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts ; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Lifping wanton girls and boys; 
Girls, as fair as lovely Bet, J 
Boys, as Tweet as Colinet. | Y 


| Though ripe ke of ls corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorn, | 
Though I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs, _ 


1 5 Riper, fairer, ſweeter, yet, 
Are the charms of lovely Bet.! 


Though on Sundays I was ſeen, 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen 
T hough fix ſweethearts daily. ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy Betty's love; 
Them I quit without regret; 

All my joy's in Colinet. 


| Strike up thea the ruſtic lay, 


| May each lad a miſtreſs find ; 
Like my Betſy, faif and kind ; 
And each laſs a hutband get, 


Ring the bells; and fill the bow), 


| Revel all wirhout controul; 


7 Be TING SONGSTER. 
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May the ſun ne'er iſe or ſet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 
And her faithful Colinet. 
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Sung in the Devic To. Par. 
Tune, Come let us prepare. 


Len matters of ſtate diſquiet the great, 

The cobler has nought to perplex him ; 
<A Has nought but his wife to ruffle his life, 
132 And her he can = if ſhe ve x him. 


He's out of the pow'r of Fortune; that whore, , 
Since low, as can be, ſhe has thruſt him. 

From duns he's ſecure ; for, being ſo poor, 

There's none to be e's that will Tal _ 
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Sung in the Brccar's OPERA. 
Tune, Over the hills and far away. 
| WIRE L laid on Greenland's coaſt, 


And in my arms embrac'd "BE laſs ; : | 
Warm amidft eternal froſt, | 
Too ſoon the half year's night would paſs. 


— 
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Were 1 fold on Tutti ſoil, 


Soon as the burning day was clos'd, 
I could mock the ſultry toil, 


When. on my hae s breaſt 1 repos? d. 


| 
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1 | Ang I would love you all the day ;. 

| Every night wonld kiſs and play, 
If with me you'd fondly ſtray 

| Over the hills and far away. 
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F Ha'e laid a EET in 13 8 
77 | Laſs, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now z. 
I I ha'e bre w' d a forpet o' mat, 
An' 1 canna come ilka day to woo... 
I: ba'e a.calf will ſoon be a cow; 
Laſs, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now 5; 
I 'ha'e a pig will ſoon be a ſow, 
An' J canna come ilka day to woo. 


I've a houſe on yonder mnir.z. 

Lafs, gin ye lo'e.me tell me now; 
Turee ſparrows may dance upon the floor; 
And I cannot come ilka day 1 to WOO, 

J ha'e a butt and I ha'e a ben; 
Laſs, gin ye lo'e me, tak me now; 

E ha'e three chickens and a fat 1 

And I canna come ony mair to woo. 


Ive a hen wi' a happity leg; 
L Lals, gin ye lo'e me, tak me now; Vrin 


Which ilka day lays me an egg, f 
And I canna come ilka day to woo. | © 
"I ha'e a kebbuck upon the ſhelf ;- f 

Laſs, gin ye lo'e me, tak me now; 
I downa eat it a' myſelf, 4 


And I winna come ony mair to woo. 
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Now's the time for mirth and plee, 
Laugh and love and ing with me; 
Cupid is my theme of ftory, | 
| Tis his godſhip's fame and glory; 
Exer bending to his law, ha! hal — ha! 


O'er the grave and o'er the gay, 
Cupid takes his ſhare of play: 
He makes heroes quit their glory; 
He's the god moſt fam'd in ftory : 
Bending: then unto. his Jaw, ha! ha — 


. 


Sly the urchin deals in darts, 
Without pity piercing hearts: 

_ Cupid triumphs over paſſions, 
Not regarding modes or faſhions, 


 Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law, ha! hahe! 


» 
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You may doubt theſe things are true; 

But they're facts, twixt me and you. 

Then, young men and maids, be wary | 
How ye meet before you marry z 

Cupid's will 1s s ſojely * ha! ha — 
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8 INCE —_ alarms entic'd my Willy from me, 
My poor heart with grief doth ſigh ; 3; 
Each fond remembrance heaps freſh ſorrow on me, 
I awake ere yet the morning is nigh. 
No other cou'd delight him; 
Ab, why did I ere ſlight him, 


| Colaty anſwering his fond tale, 
| Which drove him forth amidſt the rage of wars, 
And left lilly me thus to bewail ! 


Thus will moan, like yonder dove; 
For e' er the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, - 
I will ſeek my abſent love; 
The hoſtile country over, 
In fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning ev'ry threat'ning fear; 
Nor diſtant ſhore, nor eanons roar, 


| 
| 
| 
But I no gel tho! a maid forſaken, 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| + Shall longer keep me from my dear. | ; 
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: On ſend me Lewis Gordon hame, : | 


|, And the Jad 1 dare not name; 
Altho' his back be at the wa', 
Here's to him that's far awa. 
Hech hey ! my Highland. man, 
M handſome charming Highland: nan, 
| Weel wwou'd I my true hoe len. 
Among ten thouſand Higbland- men. 


Oh! to ſee his tartan- trews, 
Bonnet blue, and high: heel'd ſhoes, 
Philabeg aboon kis knee, | 8 
And that's the Lad that II go wi”. N 
| | nus hey 1 ee. | 


This Lovely Lad I now do ſing, + | 
ls fitted for to be a King: ; i 
| For on his brealt he wears a ftar, „ 

| You 'd take him for the god of war. 3 
| 24” 7+ nn hey ! xc. 


Oh ! to TW: this | Princely One, | 


Seated on a royal throne; - h * 
Our griefs wou'd then a' diſappear, 

—_ d 1 7 the Jub lee. 2 | 
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Tuo THE Wren LavDDIE. 


O SANDY. why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ! 
Thy preſence con'd eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me : 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, &c. 

Now dowie I. ſigh on the banks of the burn, 

Or thro? the wood, laddie, until thou return. 
Thro” the wood, laddi e, thro" the wood laddie. 
Thro' the' wood, thro” the wood, 

Tyre the word, laddie ; 
Now dowie 1 figh, « &c. 
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Tho woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
| While lav'rocks are fingin 1 
And primroſes ſpringing; 
Vet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
When el the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 
Tire the wood, & c. 


That I am ſorſaken, ſome ſpare not tell: 
I'm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 
| Baith ev? ning and morning : 
Their jecring gaes aft to my heart wr a knell, 
When thro' the wood, laddie, I wander myſel'. 
Thro' the wood, &c. 
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Then 407 my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 

But quick as an arrow, 

Haſte here to thy marrow, | 
Wha's living in languor till that happy day, 
When thro* the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 

and play. 


Thro' the wood, &c. 
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O Nerry! no longer thy Sandy now mourn, 
Let muſic and pleaſure : 
Abound, without meaſure, 
Let muſic and pleaſure, &c. | 
O'er hillocks, or mountains, or low in the burn, | 
Or, thro? the wood, laſſie, until thou return, 
Tyhro' the wood, laſſie, thro? the word, laſſie, 
Turo the wood, thro the waod, 
Thro' the auood, laſſie 3 
Cer hillochs, er mountains, & c. 


Since J have been abſent from thee, my dear Nell, 
No content, no delight, 
Have I known day or night, 
The murmuring ftream, and the hill's echo, tell, 
How thro” the wood, laſſie, I breath'd my ſad knell. 
Tyro' the wood, &c. 
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And now to all ſorrow I'll bid full adieu, 
And, with joy, like a dove, 
I'll return to my love: 
The maxim of loving in truth let us know, 
Then thro? the wood laſſie, we'll bonnyly go. 
Thro* the wood, &c. 


Come lads, and come laſſes, be blithſome and gay, 
Let your hearts merry be, 
And both full of glee : 
The Highlands ſhall ring with the joy of the day» 
When thro? the wood, happy, we'l] dance, fing 
and play. 
| Thro 15 wood, Kc. 
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Tune, Fy gar rub her o'er wi? Strae. | 


DEAR Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a ſlight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, 
For woman in a man delight: 
But them diſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
And with a fimple face give way 
To a repuiſe ; —then be not blate, 
Puſh bauldly on, and win the day. 
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When maidens, spes yourgs mx 
Say aften what they never mean, 
Ne' er mind their pretty lying tongue, 
But tent the language of their een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 
To anſwer all your love with hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 
And let her ſigh when 'tis too late. 
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Wu: my locks are grown: hoary, 
And my viſage looks pale; 
When my forehead has wrinkles, 

And my eye ſight does fail: 

Let my words and my actions 

Be free from all harm, 


And may I have my old huſband 


To keep my back warm. 7 
The pleaſures of youth _ | 3 

Are flowers bat of May ; | 

Our [3 fe's but a vapour, | | 
Our body's but clay: | 

O let me live well, 5 ; 
Tho I live but a day. . 


— 


With a ſermon on Sunday 

And a Bible of good print; 

With a pot on the fire, 

| And good viands in't; 

| With ale, beer, and brandy, 

Both winter and ſummer, 

To drink to my goſſip, 

And be pledg'd by my cummer. 
The Ped res C Ke. 


With 116 and poultry, - 
And ſome money in ſtore, 

To purchaſe what's needful, 

And to give to the poor; 
With a bottle of Canary 

To bp without fn, , 

And to comfort my daughter 

Whene'er ſhe lyes in. ; ; 
| : The pleaſures of, &c. 


With a bed ſoft and eaſy 
To reſt on at night, 
With a maid in the morning 
To rife with the light, 
| To do her work neatly, 
And obey my deſire, 
To make the houſe clean, 
And blow up the fire, FRE 
oe © © pleaſures of, &c. 
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With health and content, 
And a good caſy chair ; | 
| With a thick hood and mantle, | 
When I ride on my mare. 

Let me dwell near my cupboard, 

And far from my foes, 

With a pair of glaſs eyes 
FE To clap on my noſe. 


- The pleaſures of, Kc. 


And when I am dead, | 
With a figh let them ſay, 
Our honeſt old cummer's 
No laid in the clay; 
When young, ſhe was chearful, 
No ſcold, nor no whore 
She aſſiſted her neighbours, : 
And gave to the poor. 
Tho the flower of her youth = 
In her age did decay, 5 
Tho“ her life like a vapour, 
Evaniſh'd away, 
She liv'd well and happy 
Uto her laſt * 
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Crying wounds, he could hog her and kiſs hes to 
And Dick with her beauty was ſo much poſſcſs'd, 
That he lothed his food, and abandon'd his reſt. 


And ſaid, no ſuch beobies could tell a love tale, 
Or bring to compliance ſweet Nan of the vale. 


„„ 


"> 
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| 

| 
In a fall country village, by nature Se | 
Of a few honeſt ſhepherds the quiet retreat, | 
There liv'd a young laſs, of ſo lovely a mein, 
Such ſeldom at balls or at courts can be ſeen. | 
The ſweet damaſk-roſe was full blown on her cheek, | 
The lily diſplay'd all its white on her neck: | 
The lads of the village all ftrove to prevail, ; 
And call'd her in . Sweet Nan of the vale. 


Young Hodge ſpoke his paſſion, till quite out of 
breath, 


death ; 


— — — Ka 
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But ſhe cou'd find nothing in them to endear, 
So ſent them away with a flea in their ear; 


Till young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the gay green, 
Who lately to London on a. frolick had been, 

Came home much improv'd in his air and addreſs, 
And boldly attack'd her, not fearing ſucceſs. 

He faid, Heav'n form'd ſuch ripe lips to be kiſs*d; | 
And preſs'd her ſo cloſely, ſhe could not reſiſt; | 
And thew'd the dull clowns the right way to aſſail, 
And brought to his wiſhes ſweet Nan of the vale. 
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Dru. tak the wars that hurried Billy from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn; | 
They made bim n ſure to undo me: 
Woe's me, he'll ne'er return. 
A thouſand louns abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run; 
Day and night I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home from fword and gun. 
T vs'd alluring graces, 
With muckle kind embraces, 
Now fighing, then crying, tears dropping fall; 
And had he my ſoft arms, 
Preferr'd tu war's alarms, 
By love grown mad, without the man of God, 
I fear in my fit I had granted all. 


I waſh'd and patch'd, to mak* me look provoking ; 
Snares that they told me would catch the men, 
And on my head a huge commode fat poking, 


— 


Which made me ſhew as tall again; 
For a new gowa too I paid muckle money, 
Which with golden flow'rs did ſhine; 
My love weil might think me gay and bonny, 
No Scots laſs was e'er fo fine. 
My petticoat | ſpotted, 
Fringe too with thread I knotted,. 
Lace ſhoes, and fiik hoſe, carter full over r knee ; ; 


* 
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But oh! the fatal at 

Too Billy theſe are nougbt; 
Who rode to town, and-rifled-with dragoons, 

When he, ſilly loon, might have plunder'd me. 
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My Peggy is a young thing, 
Juſt enter'd in her: tcens, ' 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
5. Fair as the day, and always gay. 
2 My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not: very. auld, 
Yet well I like to meet her at, 
The wauking of: the fauld.. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
Whene'er we meet alane. 
I with nae marr to lay. my. care, 
[ wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare, 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the leave I'm.cauld; 
But ſhe gars a“ my ſpirits glows. 
Az wauking of the fauld. 
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My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Whene'er I whiſper love, 


— 
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That I look down on a' the town, | 
That I look down upon a crown, | 
My Peggy ſmiles fae kindly, 

| It makes me blyth and bauld, 
: | And naething gies me fick delight, 
8 | | As wauking of the fauld. 


| My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, _ 

When on my pipe I play; 

By a' the reſt it is confeſt, | 

| By a' the reſt, that ſhe fings beſt: 

| My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 

| And m her ſangs are tald, -- 

With innocence the wale of ſenſe, : 
At wauking of the fauld. G 


BY 
| | | | a | 
| 
| 
| 
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My laddie is gane far awa' o' er the plain, 

While in ſorrow behind Pm fore'd to remain; 
Tho' blue bells and vilets the hedges adorn, F 
| Tho' trees are in bloffom, and ſweet blows the thorn, | ; 
No pleaſure they give me, in vain they took gay; 

There's nothing car pleafe now, my Jockey's away; 

| Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my ſtrain, 
| Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey to me back again. | 
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When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 
They dance and they ſing, they laugh and they chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 

I can't without envy their merriment ſee; 

Thoſe paſtimes offend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare ; 

It makes me to ſigh, I frum tears ſcarce refrain 3 


IL wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis'd he wou'd in a fortnight be here; 
On fond expectation my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 

For love, my dear Jockey, to Jenny will haſte: 
Then, farewell, each care, and adieu, each vainſigh, 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt or ſo happy as I; 

I'll fing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
When Jockey returns to my arms back again. 
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My lodging it is on the cold ground, 
And very hard is my fare; 

But that which troubles me moſt, is 

The unkindneſs.of my dear : 


Yet ſtill I ery, Ob, turn, love! 


And I pr'ythee, love, turn to me; 
For thou art the man that I long for; 
And, alack! what remedy ? 
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| My frozen hopes ſhall thaw then, 1 


ml crown thas with a garland of ftraw then, 
And I'll marry thee with a ruſn- ring; 


And merrily we will ſing. | 
O turn to me, my dear love ! | 
And I pr'ythee, love, turn to me; | 
For thou art the man that alone canſt 
Procure my , 


E But if thou wilt harden thy heart ſtill, 


11 —— — — 


| For thou art the man that alone art 


And be deaf to my pitiful moan, 
Then I muſt endure the fmart ſtill, | 
And tumble in ſtraw all alone: I 
Vet ſtill I cry, Oh, turn, love! | 
And I pr'ythee, love, turn to me; 


The cauſe of my Ry 
— ——— 
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F OR ever, O mercileſs fair! | 
Will that cruel indifference endure ? 

Can thoſe eyes look me into deſpair, 
And that heart be unwilling to cure? 


If I love, will you doom me to die? 
Or, if I adore you, upbraid ? 
Can that breaſt the leaſt pity dex 
To the wretch which your beauty has made ? 
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How oft, what I felt to diſguiſe, 
Has my reaſon imperiouſly ſtrove, 
Till my ſoul almoſt fell from my eyes, 
In the tears of the tendereſt love! 


Till render'd unable to flow, 
By the tortures exceſs which I bore, 
That nature ſunk under the wo, 
Or only recover'd to more. 


Then, Delia, determine my fate, 

Nor let me to madneſs be drove; 
But, O do not tell me you hate, 
If you c'en reſolve not to love. 
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"Oc Ceaſe t to mourn, hey Noch! 

Or think this boſom hard- 

My tears, alas! muſt own your truth, 
And wiſh it could reward. 


Th' exceſs of unabating wo, 
This tortur'd breaſt endures, '. 
Too well, alas! muſt make me know 
The pain that dwells i in yours. 
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| Condemn's like you to weep in vii 
I ſeek the darkeſt "Ow" 


—— 


And 405 bear the wei pain 
Of acver-hoping love. 


My waſted dey, | in endleſs fighs, 
No ſound of comfort hears ; 
And morn but breaks on Delia's eyes 
To wake her into tears. 


If lleep ſhou'd lend her friendly aid, 
In fancy I complain, 

And hear ſome ſad, ſome wretched maid, 

Or ſee ſome perjur'd iwain. 


Then ceaſe thy ſuit, fond youth, O ceaſe | ' 
Or blame the fates alone; 

For how can I reitore.your peace, 

Who quite have loft my own? _ 


— 
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"Wes Delia? 8 eyes transfixd my heart 
With one reſiſtleſs glance, 

Twas Love himſelf that aim'd the dart, 
Tho? mortals call it Chance. | 
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Twas at the fatal birth night ball 
I faw her lead the dance; 
(Long deaf to youth and beauty's call, 
I thither ſtroll'd by chance.) 
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I faw her, like the Queen of love, 
With graceful ſtep advance; | 

She ſeem'd a partner fit for Jove, - 
Had Jove been there by chance. 


No hireling ayingh that treads the auge, 
From Italy or France, 5 

Could thus my raptur'd ſight engage, 
As Delia did by chance. | 


| The flars that ig ſuch order move, 

Amid'ſt heav'ns wide expanſe, 

Match'd with the motions of my love, 
Might ſeem the work of chance. 
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As, when the ſpur is in his ſide, 

The fiery ſteed will prance, 

I ſtruggled long my love to hide; 
But who can ſtrive with chance? 


With wonder as I ſtood amaz'd, 
Methought ſhe look'd aſkance, 
And ſmil'd upon me as I gaz'd; 
But, ah! 'twas all by chance. 


* 


To raiſe my ſpirits, I retir'd, 

And took a dram of Nantz ; 
But, oh! I found my breaſt more fir d— 
”T'were better truſt to chance. 


* 


41 Ad to and fro I firoll'd about, 
| | Wrapt up in amorous trance, 
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I tripp'd, we fell; the EL NY 
But fmil'd at my miſchance. 


While thus T Janguiſh and look ny, 
Like hero in romance, 

You, lovely Delia, think me mad, 
Nor pity me, perchance. 


Yet for your fake, with any knight 
That dares, I'll break a lance— _ 

And if I periſh in the fight, 
Why—let me take my chance. 


Would Delia but my wiſhes crown, 
Nought could tny bliſs enhance; 
Content for life, I'd fit me down, 

And bleſs this lucky chance. 
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{ DEFEND my heart, ye virgin powers, 
From am'rous looks and fmiles ; 
And ſhield me, in my gayer hours, 
From love s deſtructive wiles: 
In vain let ſighs and melting tears 


Employ their moving art, 
Nor may deluſive oaths and pray'rs 
E'er triumph in my heart. 
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Let others, fond of endpty praiſe, 
Each wanton art diſplay, 

While fops and fools in raptures gaze, 
And ſigh their ſouls away: 

Far other dictates J purſue, 

(My bliſs in virtue plac'd), 

And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 

Who real worth can taſte. 


To fly, like bird, from grove to grove, 
To wander like the bee; | 
To ſip of ſweets, and taſte of love, 
Is not enough for me: 
No flutt'ring paſſions wake my breaſt; 
I wiſh the place to find, 
Where fate may give me peace and reſt, 
One ſhepherd to my mind. 


To ev'ry youth I'll not be gay, 
Nor try on all my pow'r; 
Nor future pleaſures throw away, 
Ia toyings for an hour. 
I would not reiga the general toaſt, 
Be prais'd by all the town; 
A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, 
I'll hear but only one. | 


For which of all the flatt'ring train, 
Who ſwarm at beauty's ſhrine, | 

When youth's gay charms are ia the wane, 
Will court their ſure decline ? 


The BRITISH SONGS VER. 


2» 


315 


— 50 * 


Then fops, and wits, and beaux, forbear, 
Lour arts will never do; 
For ſome fond youth ſhall be my care, 
Life's chequer'd ſeaſon n | 


My lite heart ſhall * 2 home, 
A warm and ſhelter'd neſt; 
No giddy flights ſhall make ne roam 
From where I moſt am bleſt: 
With love, and only that, dear ſwain, 
What tranquil joys 1 ſee! 
Farcwel, ye falſe, inconſtant train! 
For one is al} to me. ; 
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ö WuiLt from our looks, * nymph, you 3 
The ſecret paſſions of our mind; 


My heavy eyes, you ſay, confeſs, | 2 
A heart to love and grief inclin'd. | 


There needs, alas! but little art, 

Io have this fatal ſecret found; 

With the ſame eaſe yuu threw the dart, * 
Tris certain you may ſnew the wound. -. = 


— * "0 0". * * 
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How can I ſee you and not love, 
While you as opening caſt are fair ? 


. > . * 
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While cold as northern blaſts you prove, 
How can I love, and not deſpair? 


The wretch in double fetters bound 


Your potent mercy may releaſe: . 
Soon, if my love but once were crown'd, 
Fair propheteſs, my grief would ceaſe. 
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A ROUND the ſpacious landſcape rove, 
The Maiads havnt, the Triton's bed, 

Search every grot, and every grove, 
Where art and nature beauties ſhade : 


= 


Whate'er is rich, whate'er is rare, 

Whate'er is worthieſt to be known, 

Colle from ſea, and earth, and air, 
From foſſil, plant, or precious ſtone. 


While wonders then with wonders vie, 

And latent miracles diſpenfe; 
While this attracts the raptur'd eye, 
And that allures the raviſh'd ſenſe : 


O come, in all thy native grace, 
Maria come, and bleſs the view, 

And every farmer beautequs trace 
Shall vaniſh like the morning dew, 


The BRITISH SONGS TER. 317 


"ae. we. oy _ 4 — EIS — —— 


$ONG 257. 


THE Sep — Ws 


As I fat at my ſpinning- wheel, 
A bonny lad was paſſing by: 
I view'd him round, and lik'd him weel, 
For truth he had a glancing eye. 
My heart new panting *gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my amn 


With looks all kindneſs he drew near, 
Aud ſtill mair lovely did appear; 
And round about my flender waiſt 
He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd : 
To kiſs my hand ſyne down did kneel, 
As I ſat at my ſpinning- wheel. 


My milk- white hands he did extol, 
And prais'd my fingers long and ſmall, 
And ſaid, there was nae Jady fair 
That ever cou'd with me compare, , 
Theſe words into my heart did ſeal), 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinaing wheel. 


Altho' I feemingly did chide, 
Yet he wad never be deny'd, 
But ſtill declar'd his love the mair, 
Uatil my heart was wounded fair ; 
That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, 


Yet mill I turn'd hs TROY wheel, 


Da; 
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My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, 
My winnels and my ſpinning- wheel; 
He bid me leave them a' with ſpeed, 
And gang with him to. yonder mead : 
My yielding heart ftrange flames did feel, 
Yet till I turn'd my fpinning-wheel, 


About my neck his arm he laid, 
And whiſper'd Riſe, my bonny maid, 
And with me to yon hay-cock go, 
I'll teach thee better wark to do. 
In trouth I loo'd the motion weel, 
And loot alane my ſpinning-wheel. 


Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
Then with my bonny lad I lay; 
What laſſie, young and ſaft as I, 
Cou'd ſic a handſome lad deny? 

Theſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 


That far ſurpaſt the fpinning- wheel. 
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Tur ſmiling morn, his breathing, Weins 
Invite the tunefu' birds to ſing; 
I And while they warble from each ſpray, 

65 Love melts the univerfal lay z 
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Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſaft raptures waſte the day 
— the birks of Lavermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 
At this thy hvely bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade ; 
Our taſte of pleaſure then 1s o'er, 


And when they droop and we decays 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. | 


The rocks around wi? echoes ring, 

The mavis and the blackbird vye 

In tunefu' ſtrains to glad the day; 

The woods now wear their ſummer- lujts; 
To mirth a? nature now invites ; 

Let us be blythſome then, and gay, 
Amang the birks of Invermay. ” 


Behold, the hills and vales around 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and friſcing lambs _ 
 Gambol and dance about their dams; 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 

And a' the reptile kind rejoice ; 


The feather'd ſongfters pleaſe no more; 


The lav? wok now ad lintwhites ſing, | 


* * 
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It us, like them, then fing and 4 br 
About the birks of Invermay. 


Hark how the waters, as they fa', 

Loudly my love to gladneſs ca“; 

The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſnes play throughout the ſtreams; 
The circling ſun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dauce ; ; 
Let us as jovial be as they 

Amang the birks or Invermay. 
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B USY, Curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Covld'ft thou fip, and bp it up: 
Make the moſt of life you may ; 
Life is ſhort, and wears away. 


, , J y 
— 


Both ne are mine and thine, 
7 Haſt'ning quick to their decline; 
Thine's a ſummer, mine no more, 
Tho' repeated to threeſcore : : y 
j# Threeſcore ſummers, when they're gone, © 
| Will appear as ſhort as one. 
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And he that won't with this comply, 


And he that will this health degys Ts 


But who for bribes gives Satan his ſoul, 


— 


SON 6 TRY os 


Hers RE's a health to the king and laſting peace, 
May faction be damn'd, and diſcord ceaſe: 
Come, let us drink it, while we've breath, | 


For there's no drinking after death. 


Down among the dead men, 
Down among the dead men, 
Down, down, down among the dead men, let him 5. 


5 


Now a beulih to the queen, and may ſhe long 
Be our firſt fair toaſt, to grace our ſong z 


Off wi' your hats, wi“ your knee on the ground, 
Take off your bumpers all around ; oy 
And he that will not drink his ar, | 1 Þ 
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Let chiming beanty's Health go round, 
In whom celeſtia] joys are founca 
And may confuſion ſtill purſue E 
The ſenſeleſs woman hating ere? 


Down among, e. 


Here's thriving to trade and the common · weal, 
And patriots to their country lealʒ; 


May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing bowl: 
And all that with ſuch FORues comply, 
| Down among, & c. 
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| * Why didſt thou vent'rons Jover, 


* 


In ſmiling Bacchus's joys II lt 

Deny no pleaſures to my ſoul : : 
Let Bacchus's health round ſwiftly move; 
For Bacchus is a friend to love: 

And he that doth this health deny, 
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n ben the ſeas were roaring 
With hollow blafts of wind, 5 
A damſel lay deploring, 

All on a rock reclin'd ; 
Wicke © er the foaming billaws,” 

She caſt a wiſhful look ; © 
Her head was crown'd with willows 

That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days; 


Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my brealt ; ? 
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The merchant, rob'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts with deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To lofing of my dear? * 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But nose that loves you ſo. 


How can they fay that nature 
Has nothing made 1n vain ? 
Why then, beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes the rocks diſcover 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave, the maid to weep. 


Thus melancholy lying, 
Thus vail'd ſhe for her dear; | | 
Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear: | 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpied ; 
Then, like a lily drooping, 
She bow'd her head,—and died. 
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Tyne, Cotilin. 
orm s the fedſon made for j joys, 


Love is then our duty; 
She alone who that ep hos; 
Well deſerves her beauty. 


Let's be gay, while we may, 
Benne s a flower deſpis' d in decay; 3 — 
ont’, the Jun. Kc. ee e 
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GL vs drink and ſport to-day, 
Our's is not to- morrow 3 3 
2 with youth flies wilt away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow-W. 
Dance and ſing, time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 
Cuoxus. Let us drink, & c. 


7 00 63 


A D1tw ! ye native fiel 

A ſhape alone let others prize 
A beautiful face and a form without fault 
Amelia ſhe's ſo wond'rous fair 

Art Totterdown hill there dwelt an old pair 
Ah! why muft words my flame reveal 
Away to the field 

At the ſilent ev'ning hour 

At ſetting day and riſing morn 

As Celia near a fountain lay 

Attend, ye ſwains, where'er ye ſhore - 
All in the downs the fleet was moor'd 
Ah the ſhepherds mouraful fate ! 

As Colin rang d early. 

As walking forth to view the plain 

As Sylvia in a foreſt lay 

As Jamie gay gang'd bly ch his way 
A trifling ſong ye ſhall hear 

As I went forth to view the ſpring 

A few years ago in the days of my granum 
A friend of mine came here yeſtieen 

A me bright beauties 

As bringing home the other day | 
As down on Banna's banks I ftray'd 
And did you not hear 

As on a ſunſhine ſummers day 
Around the ſpacious landſcape rove 
As 1 ſat at my ſpinniog- wheel 


By the ſide of a grove 
* ſage philoſophers of old 
By the mountain? 3 ſide reclining ( 
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Bra, braw lads of Galla - water 
Beneath a green ſhade 

By ſmooth winding Tay 

Bleft as th? immortal gods is he 

By 2 murmuring ſtream 

By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth 
Blyth young Beſs to Jean did fay 

Bly, c curious, thirſty fly 


CovLD ye gueſs 
Come let's hae mair wine in 
Come live with me, and be my love 
Come, my faireſt, learn of me 
Caſt my love, thine eyes around 
Celia ! ſee the ſeaſon ſmiling 
Cruel creature, can you leave me 
Come, chear up, my lads 
Come, rouze brother ſportſman . 
Come, the mates of my fortune 
Come, my lads, with fouls befitting 
Come, come, my hearts fo bold 
Come to my arms, my treaſure 
Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer 
Come, gie's a ſang the lady cry'd 
Come jolly Bacchus, god of wine 
Come rouze from your trances 
- Come ye lads who wiſh to ſhine 
Contented I am, and contented I'll be 


Down the burn, and thro? the mead 
Do you hear, brother. ſportſman 

Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes 
Dear madam, when ladies are wi! ling 
Down in yon meadow a couple did tarry 
18 ſurly and proud 
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Defend my heart, ye virgin pow'rs Page 313 
Dear Roger if your Jenny * | 300 
Deil tak the wars | „ 


FiLL your glalkes, baniſh 2 T 
Fy let us a' to the bridal i85 
Farewell ye green fields and ſweet groves 241 
For ever, O mercileſs fair 309 


Grve Iſaac the 127001 who no beauty 25 
Go high, go low, in ey'ry ſtate 37 
Guardian angels! now protect me 77 
Gallant failor, oft you told me * 
Gently touch the warbling lyre 123 
Gently ſtir and blow the fire 124 
S Grant us, kind heav'n, what we requeſt 
Gin ye meet a bonny laſſie 


Guardian angels, — A diſb of all forts © 


How imperfect is expreſſion 

Had I a heart for falſehood fram'd 

How bleſs'd are beggar laſſes 

Here's to the maiden of baſhful fifteers 

How pleas'd with my native bow'rs 

{ Hopeleſs ſtill in filent anguiſh 

How pleaſant a ſailor's lite paſſes 

How happy were my days till now 

Hope! thou nurſe of young deſire 

He that will not merry merry be 

Herſeil pe highland ſhentleman 

Happy's the love which meets return 
How blyth, ilk morn, was I to ſee 

Her ſheep had in cluſters 

Hail! Maſonry divine 

Hark! ! the horn calls away 
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Here's a health to the FOR 


_ How bleſt has my time been 
Ir that the world and ce were young 


Jwinna marry ony man but Sandy 
I am a bachelor winſome 

In the garb of old Gaul 

I hae a green purſe 

In winter when the rain 


I am a poor maiden forſaken 


In April when primroſes i 
In ſpite of the prejudic'd hate 


I ha'e laid a herring in ſa't 


In a ſmall ROE village 


Jorrr ſouls that are gen *rous 
Jolly mortals, fill your glaſſes 


Leave off your fooliſh pratting 


Long, long J Gefpair'd 

Love's a gentle gen'rous paſſion 
Let me fly into thy arms 

Let us drink and be merry 

Let's be jovial, 61] our glafſes 
Let gay ones and great 

Let matters of ſtate 


Miss Betty's a girl 


Lil My goddeſs Lydia 


Maidens let your lovers Janguiſh 
My Jeany and 1 have toil'd 
My Patie is a lover gay \ 


2 My ſheep I neglected 


My mither's ay glowran o'er me 


My jockey is the blitheſt Jad. 


My Betſy is the blitheſt maid 


| Y Peggy © is a young thing 
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My lodging is on the cold 5 
My laddie is gane | 


No repoſe can I diſcover 


Nanſy's to the green- wood gane 
Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen 


No more my ſong ſhall be 
Now the happy knot is ty'd 


Now's the time for mirth and glee 


O! the days when I was young 
Oh! Venus, queen of ſoft delight 


On thy banks gentle Tay 
O! would'ſt thou know 


On a moſſy bank reclin'd 


O! ſee that form 
O! gentle ſhepherds : 
Oh! frown no more 


One ſummer eve 


Odds my life! 
Oh worthy Haddingten 
One morning very early 


On a bank's flow'ry verge 


On Ettrick banks 


Oh! lead me to ſome peaceful room 


Oh! how could I venture 


Of Leiſter, fam'd for maidens fair 
O Beſſy-Bell and Mary Gray 
Oh! ſend me Lewis Gordon hame 


O Sandy why leaves 


O Nelly no longer 
O ceafe to mourn 


Puoszus meaner themes iſdaining 5 
Polly, when your lips you join 4 


Poor Strephon diſtracted 
Pho! pox o' this nonſenſe 
Puſh about the briſk glaſs 
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SOME e my ſpindle - 
Spring renewing all things gay 
Sweet Annie frae the fea beech 
Sweet Annie flowly left the ſhore 
Shepherds I have Joſt my love 
See I languiſh! fee I faint! 
Since artiſts who ſue 

Still in hopes to get the better 
Say lovely peace 

See! the conquering hero comes 
Say little fooliſh flutt'ring thing 


Since wars alarms 


Tas lark was up, and the morning 
The Cyprian queen when fam d 
There was a fair maiden 
Twas ſummer and ſoftly 
Phe ſun his gladſome beams 
Twas in the bloom of May 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 
The world is a well furniſh'd table 


To all my good friends 


The man that is drunk 


To pleaſe the more 25 
die 


To him that in an hour m 
Tho' my dreſs and my manners 


The ſun in virgin luſtre ſnone 
Tell me, tell me, charming creature 


The ſpring newly dawning 

There liv'd long ago | 
To eaſe his heart and own. his flame 
The wanton god who pierces hearts 
Twas on the morn of ſweet May day 
That Jenny's my friend - 

The lawland maids © 


There was an old wife 


The laſt time el came o'er the muir 


The wandring Sailor 

"Twas ſummer and the ** was fair 
The lawland lads 

The ſpring-time returns 

The filver moon's enamour'd deam 
The yellow hair'd laddie 

The laſs of Pat y's mill 

Thus I ſtand like a Turk 

»Tis nae very lang ſinſyne 

The fields were green 

The hounds are all out 


The echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad 


There was a jolly miller once: 
The ſun juſt glancing thro? the trees 
*F'was in that ſeaſon of the year 
The bird that hears her neſtlings cry 
Then farewell my trim- built wherry 
The ſmiling morn 

*T'was when the ſeas were roaring 


Uxaire, unite, your voices raiſe 
WHILE yet as a cowan 
When trees did bud 
When firſt by fond Damon 
When Delia on the grove appears 
When tis night and the mid- watch 
When the trees are all bare 

What tho? the meads 
Whilft on thy dear boſom lying 
When Fanny I ſaw 
Why that ſadneſs on thy brow 
With an honeſt old friend 
When fairies dance round on the graſs 
When innocent paſtime 

Water parted from the ſea 
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When earth's foundation 
Willie's rare, and Willie's fair 
When the ſheep are in the fauld 
When firſt my dear laddie 
What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat 
What beauties docs Flora 

When Britain firſt 

With early horn ſalute the morn 
When ſummer comes 

Were I laid on Greenland's coaſt 
Vhen my locks are grown hoary 
When Delia's eyes transhx'd 
While from our looks 


vous Venus the goddeſs of beauty 
Young Jockey who teiz'd me 
Ye jolly true blues on the main 
Ye Warwickſhire lads 
Ye gentle gales that fan the fair 
Ye nymphs, 'tis true to Colin's ſtrain 
Young J am, and fore afraid 
Young Roper of the mill 
Young Strephon addrels'd me 
Ve true honeſt Britons 
Young J am, and yet un{kith?d 
Young Strephon I own 
Ye fair poſſeſt of every charm 
Ye mules nine, O lend thine aid 
Youth's the ſeaſon 
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